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THREE 



FIFTY YEARS WORTH OF PROJECTS 




Petrovarodin Fortress 





The biography and certain parts have been taken from myfrist book. 
And cause of all this is Yoga, quotations and a small leather bag of 
tightly written papers. 

LIFE IS NOT A QUESTION OF TIME, BUT LIVING IN THAT TIME 

(Leben ist nicht Frage derZeit sondern lebt man in diese Zeit, 

2010) 

How reducing my sleeping time saved me additional life time and 
gave me more valuable moments in my life. 

Reduce sleeping 

1/1/e should not reduce life, but sleeping 

Zecirovic Remzi, October 1966 
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This is a description of the life path, the changes in the projects of 
the author. The book brings to life his theory on the reduction of 
sleep, additional time gained through the influence of Yoga on the 
body, the soul, and the spirit, by maintaining the balance of 
breathing and the balance of movement. This is a source of new 
ideas, the desire to create, explore or try out. The author considers 
that life is divided in a nonrational and stage-oriented manner when 
it comes to the important questions of human existence. 

This is an indirect call to action, to re-divide the timeline of life by 
way of his education system, and the knowledge of everything that 
he created in the 50 years of his life, from primary school until today. 
The readers now stand before the number three, the system of 
threes that has followed the author for the last 50 years and of which 
he is certain to be the maximum of our lives. 

His experience related in this book, based on tested projects, is the 
consequence and the plea to live life with more feeling, to 
experience more, to improve life, and all this through time 
management. 



The information in this book represents the accompanying parts of 
my life in the past fifty years. 

Texts have been carefully written, yet even so, possibilities of 
mistakes cannot be ruled out. The author and publisher is thankful 
for all proposals and suggestions, corrections and pointing out 
mistakes. 

All rights reserved. 

Memorizing and reproduction of this book, shown works and ideas 
is forbidden. 

Each chapter is an abstract of a book. 
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GRATITUDE 



It means a lotto me and gives me joy to finish this project and realize 
my ideas after a longer period of time. I would like to thank all who 
have helped mealongthe way. Ithankmy wife, my dearest for all the 
beautiful and magical years we have spent together. Also, my 
children, who have made me an especially proud father, as well as 
myfriendsand acquaintances. 



AUTHOR 



Man is capable of solving a completely unknown composition of 
words made of all kindsof hieroglyphics. I hopethatthisisimportant 
to you, my readers, and that I will capture your interests. 

Because of this, I hope that verbal and grammatical errors won't 
stop anybody from reading this book with will and desire. 

I am not an author, I do not wish to be one, my wish was to write this 
book and have it corrected without changing my style of speech and 
writing. 

Those that are interested will understand. The simpler, the clearer. 
This book contains my beliefs, topics that I present because of the 
way I perceive them. Through trial projects, experiments, I try to 
prove to myself that they work. With the creation of the final 
prototype and obtained results, the project has been finished the 
way I imagined it would. The system is always the same, the idea, 
project plus prototype, next step, I move on. If I failed to mention my 
faithful follower, my number three, the clarity of all projects would 
be poorer in quality. 

Thanks mostly to Yoga, reduced sleep and school I think that no 
begun project was abandoned, but carried out with pleasure till 
the final functional proof. 



Zecirovic Remzi, Spring 2014. 



INTRODUCTION 



Describes the life journey, life changes and projects of the author, 
Zecirovic Remzi. The book brings to life his theory on the reduction 
of sleep through the physical, mental and spiritual influence of Yoga, 
which represents his body balance and with the help of which he 
maintains breathing balance, controls the power of the mind and 
movement. This is how he comes about new ideas to try and realize 
something. 

ABOUTTHE AUTHOR 



His experience in this book stemming from projects from the past 
fifty years is the consequence and indirect invitation showing that 
life can be greatly enriched through time management and 
strengthening the frame of mind. 

All topics have in common a time frame of over one hundred 
thousand hours, and getting up every time is like leavingthe cinema 
after a good comedy. 

That his head hurt he didn't feel, depression was practically 
impossible and the constant feeling of being in his twenties gives 
him a magical energy. A solution for everything exists, even 
additional ways exist for impossible solutions. He believes that the 
main factor of everything that has been described is a dream 
withoutdreaming. 

Yoga, school, quotes and a small leather bag with small handwritten 
papers inspired himto writethis book. 

During those few years when he became devoted to Yoga, the 
system was created. We lose a great deal of time in the initial phase 
of our lives. Sleeping, the procedure of entering life after birth, and 
extensive education. Is it really necessary to lose a third of our lives 
like that? Staying true to the number three, of the three projects 
mentioned he chooses sleep and school, which he will describe. 
Sleep presents a kind of head start; it will be described in detail. 
School will be described in a nutshell, and the third is implied, it 
unravels itself. 

It isn't life that should be reduced, but sleep. 

Zecirovic Remzi, October 1966. 



BOOK 



They say get some sleep, and time will tell. All projects and works 
were intended for me; I tried them out, researched them, some took 
years for me to obtain a logical and attainable result. Sometimes I 
just cannot believe that it is possible. At least for me simpler, easier 
in terms of space and time. This book is not a manual for someone to 
use, because I did this for myself and tested it on me. Life has not 
denied me anything, it has given me maybe even more than I 
expected. I thinkthis second system was betterfor me, easily said, it 
was just as much as I needed, nothing was missing and my pleasure 
was great, I would not be wrong in saying even infinite. Somehow 
everything went to plan and finished to plan. 

Over the past fifteen years I have been thinking a lot as to whether I 
should write a book about this project, describing the last fifty years. 
In that period of experiments I didn't feel any health related or other 
setbacks, at least until today. There were no health risks, although I 
did cross the line sometimes in search for extremity. All in all, there 
were no significant problems. The following pages summarize those 
fifty years. 

NEEDFORSLEEP 



Classical Analysis- 

Even though people spend a third of their life sleeping, it is not 
nearly explored enough. Although there has been some extensive 
work done in the area, the functions of sleep are only partially 
explained. 

Until today there is no complete and sure reason why we sleep nor 
why we need so much sleep, except several plausible hypotheses 
that fill in the conditions for natural science demands. Function of 
sleep has never been completely explained. It is a fact that animals 
and people need to sleep to survive. Why that is so, remains 
unknown. 



AUTHOR'S BIOGRAPHY 



I was born in Novi Sad, on July 27, 1947. Novi Sad is located in the 
north of Serbia, in the area known as Vojvodina. My city is leaning on 
the banks of Danube river, with magnificent sandy beaches. The 
opposite side of Danube is the home of Petrova radin fortress, one of 
the largest fortresses in Europe. This part of Vojvodina is painted in 
all the colours of the rainbow by a multinational people. 

Upon graduation, I have found my happiness and work in Berlin 
where I became one with the history of Berlin for the next 40 years. 

In a large concern where I started my work, I spent a third of my 
working life. The next third was a great time in an Industrial Design 
bureau, while the last third of it I spent in an Institute for scientific 
research. 

My biography goes on, and I write in my notebook.... the essence 

All the projects, ideas and findings that I have described here, I did in 
my own specific way and made sure that each part I began, I would 
finish, in order to satisfy my curiosity. Time was never a factor for 
something to be done. Everything that is done is finished for me. I 
never go back to the same topic twice. So many projects are waiting 
theirturn, and most importantly to me, I would deceive Yoga, myself 
and my principles, which gave me strength and endurance for each 
project, regardless of the difficulty of the idea, in order for the idea 
to see its end. 

It has been like that since olden times, and it will always remain like 
that, especially if I am working on projects like on a conveyor belt. I 
am not allowed to ask anybody anything; for every part, no matter 
how small, for which I do not have the required tools in order to 
make it, I must figure it out by myself. 

That is why I made the CNC machine, which replaces dozens of 
special work regimes. It is a question of universality. If I ask anybody 
how to do something, or even worse, if they could make that part, 
and they had an interest in that technology, it would be simpler just 
to give them the whole project, I would have fewer worries. 
Everything is in the scale of the project. It's not always like that, but 
in most cases it's true. Until a project is finished, only I know. If I 
know how to do everything myself, the project is perfect. In other 
words, alone, means universal enough to be equally good in all 
branches of technology. 



Otherwise the project will amount to nothing. In any case, here I 
mean innovative projects. If I believe in Columbus, Christopher 
Columbus, then the chosen solution is guaranteed. 

In the book I am using as many different areas as space allows me, 
two chosen topics of one project group which I think will fit into the 
contents of the book. One, I will mention, the other I will explain in 
detail. There is an Arabic proverb: if something happens once, then 
it is coincidental, if it happens twice, the third time it will explain 
itself. 

There are so many topics, and not enough space, so only the most 
interesting aspects of my work will be covered. Before I began, I was 
looking for an expression for all the years of my life that are yet to 
come, that could be written in two words. I wrote the solution in one 
sentence which I will insert here as a citation: 

Life is not a question of time, but a question of whether you live in 
that time. 

(Leben ist nicht Frage der Zeit sondern lebt man in diese Zeit, 1966.) 

It is not always like that; if you are working on a stronger, more 
complex project, there are very few strong people who understand 
this, and so the next topic is The thing, we, as humans, have been 
perfectly imagined. I mean, the one who thought us up and put us 
together, he finished his job just like it should have been done. He 
thought of everything, just everything. Nothing needs to be added 
or subtracted, a perfect job. Everything was included, really. Even 
the least addition to quality or quantity is absolutely unnecessary. 
The fact that we are trying to do something impossible is another 
story. 

The very sensory qualities of our skin are genius. 

One sensor, with multiple uses, is a far future for us. Small, yet 
capable of everything. 

Our biological lifetime is 80 years, it was before, it is today, it will be 
forever. We are bombarded with information on life 100 years long. 
Up until you are ten, this needs to be corrected, when you're 20-30 
change this or that, when you're 40-60 you need a bypass, change of 
kidneys, sexuality equals zero, grab a viagra, etc, etc. Is it not simpler 
to be bombarded with pieces of advice. Up until you are 65, nothing 
much can happen to you. 



Absolutely nothing. Here and there you go for a check-up, it's not 
necessary, but it can't hurt. It has all been written inside us since 
forever. Why do we turn it around, trying to make it better (and it 
can't be betterthan it is) is beyond me. 

That is why I have written a book, I have turnde everytihng upside 
down and that is a house that is not a home. I am 65, and I have been 
working on this project for 50 years, and I think I feel really, really 
good. 

The book describes the life voyage, life changes and projects of the 
author, Remzi Zecirovic. With constant descriptions and parts of his 
own biography, he brings his theory to life, through sleep reduction, 
physical, spiritual and psychological effects of Yoga to the balance of 
the body and mind, the balance of breathing and the control of the 
strength of mind and movement. 

There is a number of other other ideas he managed to test and make 
real. 

His experiences and the consequences of the same are an indirect 
invitation to qualitatively improve life by time management and the 
strengthening of the genera I spiritual condition. 



EGG OF COLUMBUS 



What is hidden behind it is quite familiar: One evening in the late 
fifteenth century, Christopher Columbus, when asked how he knew 
that the direction of the waterway led to India, took an egg and 
asked everyone present to try and make the egg stand upright. After 
everyone failed to do so, he took the egg and tapped it gently on the 
table, creating a flat surface on the egg and with a few words he 
explained: 

Everything is simple when you know how 

That is why I keep a Columbus' egg which I made many years ago on a 
marble book; the first written book on which stands this Columbus' 
egg dedicated to my children with a massive bras and engraved 
plate. 



PATENTS 



I will describe my challenges, ideas, inventions, thoughts and 
considerations on several examples. 

Avery small number of people are capable of creating patents. And 
among those that are, a good deal of their ideas can only be 
submitted as a general consumer idea, and not as a patent. Still 
better than nothing, at least that's the way I have seen it in the last 
50 years. Classic examples are the pen, the glass, etc. The glass that 
is used all over the world and in huge quantities, it is difficult to say 
whose idea it was in the first place, i.e. it is impossible to ascertain 
who first came to the realization that a glass is the easiest way to 
drink fluids. Perhaps that person folded their hands together and 
drank, perhaps an Egyptian or someone else? That is why the glass 
still today represents only a mass consumption product and anyone 
can manufacture it, while at the same time protecting their 
production properties, such as shape, color, etc. You can still make a 
patent out of it. One part from the first book which tells the story 
metaphorically goes like this: you can turn the glass around and 
drink like that. New conditions are given, not concerning the shape 
or color, but a new principle of using the glass. Closed, protected, 
non-spilling, long-lasting liquid and dozens of other possibilities, 
regardless of color, shape and other features of the product. The 
difference is only in the fact that a recognized patent protects the 
new system of the idea. Patents have to be protected by appropriate 
documents in a patent office. How someone is going to do that is an 
individual thing. One thing is certain, everyone has equal 
opportunities, but they can't see them. The cornucopia of 
information is out there, yet they need to be recognized and 
realized. 

PAPER DIARY 



A very old and tattered leather bag filled with hundreds of collected 
bits of paper is a memory of everything I've done in the last 50 years. 
It is a colorful mixture of everything that came to my mind whether 
when I was at home or on the road. This is why some of the papers 
are larger, some are very small, and there are even some bus or 



subway tickets. All my ideas, experiences and potential solutions 
were written there in a few words, just about anything that can be 
found in this book. Some of them are so old or stood out in the sun so 
long that they faded; you can't even read what is written there. In 
the end I summed up and selected all of the ideas, not according to 
dates, but into four different topics. 

Everything started with yoga and goes into various topics and areas. 
Without yoga I might not have managed to do it all. Here I give only 
the concept and a brief overview of the most important book parts 
published in April 2010. 



THREE 



I have been followed by the number three my whole life. It was a 
longtime ago that I wrote the following: 

A chair with three legs gave its life the only foundation, stable, 
verified, secure. 

Zecirovic Remzi, June 1966- May 2014 

These fifty years can be connected into one whole by a common 
denominator in the shape of a three, an Arabic three. Three is a 
powerful number. I am certain that number three can solve 
everything. 

That is why I solve problems only up to number two, three is there, 
waiting, programmed. It doesn't take much, you just need to take it. 
It is waiting. So, let us repeat this again: 

There is an Arabic saying: 'If something happens to you once, it is 
coincidence, if it happens two times, the third times it becomes 
quite clear.' 

A man with two legs can run, but without a brain not so much. 
Pythagoras without the hypotenuse, is there anything to add? 

This is howthe beginning itself started. 

Turn off the dream, reduce sleep 
gain more time 



All the described projects are based on number three. I took two 
examples from each group, I took one away and wrote about it here 
and how I worked on it until it functioned well enough to fulfill my 
expectations. There were some projects that I never finished, 
something was missing. Some part or some money, if the expenses 
went above my expectations. One of the projects is enough, the 
other projects await their turn. Why one? Because the second one is 
already there, waiting for the third, its nature is such. 



MORE TIME AVAILABLE 



What did I gain with this? 

More useful time is the result of this project. Actually, is it a project? I 
only used what Yoga put in front of me; I didn't look to the skies for 
they are so far, but what is in front of you is so close. I had two 
possibilities. To sleep more, or to work more. Work, for me, 
represents a wide spectre of activities and refers to mobility i.e. 
physical activity. Work in general gives me great pleasure. In fact, it 
maintains youth and good shape and with that, health. 

One thing is for sure, dreams have disappeared, headaches are 
nonexistent, depression is out of the question, and stress has almost 
completely vanished because of two hours sleep. After that I lived 
though a lot; I don't know whether I come across as young or old. 
Looking at my face, one cannot determine with certainty, but I 
believe that my hands show an expression of my work, judging 
aesthetically. How do I actually look? Perhaps Heinrich Boll found 
the most beautiful answerforthis: 

Heinrich Boll 

"How much a man has aged can be seen in the faces of those he 
knew when he was young." In any case, I am not twenty years old 
anymore. 



But before this, a short segment about what my father used to say. 



MY FATHER 



It wasa longtime ago 

In 1949 my father told my mother that he couldn't find one literate 
man to write a complaint. 

Fifty years prior to that, Einstein and Tesla made incredible 
discoveries, and two thousand five hundred years ago Pythagoras 
wrote his three letters. 

Why didn't my dad ask Pythagoras to write the letter?! 



1951. 

1955. 

I was four years old at the time. A few years later, I was in year one. It 
was Autumn, I don't recall the exact date, only that it was 1954. The 
year is not that important, but going back to my memories from 
1951, the only person who could tell me something about it was my 
eighty year old mother. An older man, dressed peculiarly in a dark 
suit and topcoat with a bag always in hand, used to visit us often. 
Whether it was to write complaints or requests for my father or if he 
also worked in Novi Sad, I do not know and only now I see how little 
information I got from my mother. 

I remember he was from Zabalj because I asked him "do you have a 
lot of frogs there?". He often had dinner at our home and sometimes 
I ask myself, who didn't? Along with dinner there were newspapers. 
What did you discuss about those newspapers all the time? He and 
his family came long ago from Croatian Karlovci. His father was born 
in late June. They knew the family of Nikola Tesla through church. 
Whether his father was religious or a priest I do not know, but the 
man claimed that his father was two weeks younger than Nikola, but 
in the papers it said July. Back then that was unimportant to me, but I 
remembered every little detail. That same man, when he would visit 
us, always brought us small parts of dismantled telephones, 
typewriters or a 



piece of some mechanism wrapped in rags which he would produce 
from his black bag to give to me instead of sweets. I will not write of 
my delight, for that would take up a few pages of this book. A 
screwdriver that I still keep to this day, and the pencils, the best 
there was, by Faber Castell. Written graphite looked like it floated 
above the paper. I still keep one, I haven't even sharpened it and I 
think it dated back to World War II, it wasn't even painted dark 
green. I received Faber coloured pencils from him too. Fie loved to 
watch me draw. First yellow and over it blue and there was a 
meadow, I know this from him. 

What do I say, and what does my mother? A few years later year one 
came to an end. There was an idea to demolish a big part of our 
house situated in the middle of the street and build a new one. They 
found an architect who would draw it up. Oh when he saw my 
collection of Faber's. Hold on, no way, I am not lending my pencils, 
not even for one line to be drawn. How hard it was to get pencils like 
that can be understood by saying that at the time frequency was not 
allowed to be expressed in Hertz, only in cycles per second. 
Somehow they persuaded me by promising that I would go to Ruski 
Krstur for the summer holidays and I ended up lending my pencils. 

Two weeks later and then a week after that my teacher was at our 
house and she gave my mother and father the new plans for the 
house, telling them that in school, I was showing what we would 
build. It was the kind of time when if you bought anything, 
neighbours and the community would ask themselves straight away 
where you got the money. I was in the other room and the teacher 
left right after mandatory coffee, which my dad roasted himself. 
What happened next was this; I copied the architects drawing with 
the same Faber Castell pencils and the point is, the paper I had 
received from the man from Zabalj, I gave to the architect. German 
paper. Most importantly for me, they couldn't tell my drawing from 
the architect's. 

What I remember from those years is that my father said I would 
become Tesla, probably because of my interest in mechanics and 
electronics. I didn't become Tesla or an architect. But I did take 
something from each, which would show later. If it wasn't for the 
man from Zabalj, this topic 1951-1955 wouldn't exist. 



It is only when all your loved ones die and you have nobody left to 
ask that you see how keen you are to find out about some things, 
because what are these two questions when I wish to ask a 
thousand more? 

Who hadn't heard of that, I mean, everyone had. 



2 

E- me 



E-mc 1 

Einstein= Mileva Curie 2 

What is Curie doing there? And, at that, Curie square? 

Who hasn't heard of this phrase?! I saw those three signs back in the 
late sixties. I was shocked by the enormous energy hidden within it. 
Decrease the mass, increase the speed and then square it and 
energy of massive proportions appears. A few grams of mass can 
give energy of extensive magnitude. At least I saw it like that then. It 
was in fact the starting formula for the atomic bomb. Somehow 
those three letters, a three symbol phrase were enough for me. At 
least that is how I explained it. I didn't need to read countless pages 
to find out more about it, and that is where my interest in those 
three symbols stopped. In fact, all my inventions, notes, can be 
narrowed down to three, because more than that is unnecessary. 
And so the number three has followed me through projects I have 
worked on for the past fifty years; one shouldn't try anything simpler 
than three, even less more than three. 



YOGA 

1960. 



I started Yoga in the spring of 1960, when I was twelve years old. 

In fact, everything began with a bike ride around town. It was a 
Sunday, the middle of April of 1960. It was a nice day, without rain 
and gloomy skies. 

My city Novi Sad is in Vojvodina, a part of northern Serbia. In that 
time, there were only two bridges, one over the river Danube and 
next to it another which was destroyed during the war. Since then, 
even now, its support pillars stick out from the water. The third 
bridge was being built, at the same time as the new railway station. 
Novi Sad had very few cars at that time, but many bicycles. As a 
substitute for taxis we had black carriages with groomed black 
horses. Some carriages were pulled by two horses. Next to that 
there were two tram lines. I remember how quiet the city was back 
then, even with all the construction work that was going on. It was so 
quiet you could talk to your neighbour across the street, even 
though the distance was twenty five meters. The street in which I 
22 was born and raised had a wide strip of greenery on both sides. Rows 

of black locust trees and at the end of the street a small triangle 
shaped park. As I have already mentioned, it all started with a bike 
ride, when I stopped in front of the window display of a bookshop. 
By chance I saw two books of the same content with open pages. 
One displayed the title of the book with the large title YOGA and the 
name of the author, and the other a picture of a woman in different 
Yoga positions. There was very little text under each picture. It was a 
small book of maybe a hundred pages, and my first impression was 
that it looked more like an instruction manual than a reading book. 
Up until then, the word Yoga was completely unbeknown to me. It 
reminded me of the circus, where people bent and twisted 
themselves into various poses, like rubber. I stood there for a long 
time looking at the book in the display, and the more I looked and 
thought about it, the more I was determined to buy it hastily, on 
Monday morning, before school. The next day I stood and waited in 
frontforthe bookshop to open. 

The book was mostly comprised of photographs, with concise 
descriptions and names of exercises on Indian. In fact, the text was 
unnecessary, the photos were so clear you could tell what was 
needed to be done and what it was about. A short history of Yoga, 



warm up exercises and after that, Yoga exercises, breathing and 
relaxation exercises. The entire text was no longer than six pages, 
the rest were photos. There was a specific explanation of who the 
book was for, what it wants to accomplish and the point of it, which 
intrigued me and brought me to a decision to start with exercises 
right the next day, early in the morning around sunrise. It was clear 
to me that I was done with long sleep. 

Around that time, my first thoughts about long sleep occurred. The 
book wrote of sleep: for normal people five hours, six for lazy 
people, and seven for silly people. I thought the definition to be too 
harsh. Too strict. But it seemed to have an effect. Fifty years has 
passed since then, a long period of time. A whole eternity of working 
on something in orderto make something better for yourself. 

I wasn't afraid of what I was doing, although it worried me a little, 
what if I got some health problems. Luckily, my plan functioned 
exactly as I had imagined it would and nothing unexpected 
happened. 

After a longer period of time doing Yoga, I think thoughts become 
different, ideas unusual, and what's perhaps most interesting, I can 
see solutions I couldn't even imagine before. I will give an example, 
which will also accompany other stories characteristic for the 
written topic. 

YOGA 

1964 

I would like to specifically mention one part. I wouldn't even 
remember it if it weren't for the neighbors saying: 'there he goes, 
digging and digging himself up'. It had been two years since I've 
started practicing yoga. It had been two years since my father died, 
so that was probably the reason. In fact, it didn't bother me much, 
because there are people who know more about others, and little 
about themselves. In fact, anyone has the right to think whatever 
they want. I am not one of those who talk about what they are doing, 
and my mother was unaware, until she fainted. I've heard 
somewhere or read about it, it doesn't matter anymore, that if some 
exercises are closed off from the outer world, thinking intensifies, 
becomes more conscious. Since yoga is in fact an exercise of an 
internal oblivious state, thinking with an increased intensity, I came 



to the idea to dig myself in earth, in a circle, so that I could sit in a 
padmasana pose, with enough space around me and above that a lid 
that lets air through. Isolation was achieved. However, nothing 
happened until I closed the circle of number three, and then 
something unexpected came. I put my legs in the gorakshahasana 
position, connected both hands via fingertips and received the 
closed circle that we are all missing. No more wasting energy, it 
circles and everythingfunctions differently. 

I consider the theory that the fingers move if you are not telling the 
truth completely off-target. What would follow from that would be 
that my cat is not telling the truth when I ask her if she's hungry, and 
the tip of ther tail is quivering. Luckily I didn't trust her, since I 
wouldn't have a cat today. And I like my cat. She's lucky. 

PHOENIX 



It hasn't even been two weeks since I put the concept of the book on 
paper. The main success for everything lies within us; it just needs to 
be awoken. I have remembered some films, and I think that the sole 
idea maybe best explains what needs to be overcome for a project to 
succeed. 

The film „FLUG DES PHONIKS". „While you were sleeping I was 
working", are the words spoken by Heinrich Dorfmann, the 
constructor of a model airplane. I believe that within these words 
lies great potential. In every project you come across more enemies 
than friends, who will do everything to make your idea impossible. 
The greatest problem is to withstand this. Overcoming this conflict 
requires the most strength, endurance and self-confidence. On one 
sideyou don't know anything, whereas on the other side, everybody 
knows everything. 

The other film that could help me to explain in simplicity one of my 
systems is the film "CUBE". Every person understands this film in a 
different way. I compare it to my system. One cube which consists of 
many small cubes, inside and out, something similar to a Rubik's 
cube. Every small cube the size of a room has a door, entrance/exit, 
and the little cubes move up, down, in a circle, quite similar to 
Rubik's idea, a some type of lift so that people can find the exit going 
from one cube into the other through challenges and danger etc. 



The point is that they need not do anything, only wait for the same 
cube to overlap with the exit where they had entered in the first 
place. Time is the factor. 

In the sixties. Yoga gave me two important factors that have been 
with me my entire life. Sleeping for two hours a day, depression has 
been decreased to the bare minimum and the second factor is 
waiting. Every project that I have worked on came across a problem 
at some point, seemingly impossible to solve. Every further attempt 
lead to the wrong path, like a labyrinth. I simply wait, because I am 
working for myself, time is not of the essence and other ideas are 
waiting. 

These twenty or so lines can be replaced with 6 words: 

Don't move, wait for the door. 

The essence remains the same, only takes up less space. 

I will describe my challenges, ideas, inventions, beliefs and thoughts 
on a numberof examples. 

In order to have a purpose and function conceptual designs are 
active as long as they work smoothly; when the first sign of a 
problem occurs and isn't working out, I leave the project to sit in one 
place. Because the solution will come sooner or later, but other 
projects are waiting. It is better like this because otherwise what has 
already been done will be brought right back to the start. The second 
time it will go twice as quick, quite suddenly. This has shown to be 
trueforthe past fifty years. 

So I have been waiting thirty years for our 1,2 million year old 
ancestor to be found in order to continue. For now everything is 
going accordingto plan. 

Ideas will come by themselves; they are there, but they need time. 
Sometimes they walk about and come from the other side. The only 
thing that is important is that they do come. 

In the end, if an idea comes to your mind one day, morning, evening, 
and you don't know what to do with it, what it is or where to start, 
know that it is just a part of something. Write it in two words, hang it 
where nobody can see, yet some place that you have to pass by 
every day, for one day it will come to you like a train zooming past 
you, each compartment a part of it. Write it down straight away, 
don't thinkthat you will rememberyourthought later on. Unwritten 
it will remain in an endless fog. 



I think that everything has long been written in our brains. One 
closed circle on repeat which requires only a few words: will, 
perseverance, consistency, self confidence and a meaning for 
waiting for a certain door. 



WILL AND PERSERVERANCE 



Basic motoric human skills with the presence of expressed will, 
motivates ones best traits and puts one at the forefront. What 
follows is the capability to solve the defined task, as well as come up 
with proof the work done. This results in pleasure, which guarantees 
success. 



VEGETARIAN 



My favourite and shortest topic. Meat never held a special place in 
my menu. I am an almost 100 percent vegetarian, however, I'm far 
from a real vegetarian. How is that? I have filtered out almost all 
meat foods. My diet consists of fruit, vegetables, eggs, fish, milk and 
cheese. Only once a year, always at the same time, I eat a skewered 
beef fileet. This is followed by another meatless year. I have received 
many an advice on how a diet without meat can cause health issues 
and have a negative effect on my health. The only thing I have 
noticed so far is that I am 65 years old, healthy, and, above all, not 
aggressive. 



SELF-ESTEM 



Believing in yourself, what is that ? Some people are afraid to even 
cross the street, some kids in school keep to the side all the time. 
Many people believe that their surroundings always have 
something to reproach them about, whether it's their character, 
appearance, and especially, their work. It can happen to anyone. 
Everyone makes mistakes, to err is, as we all know, human. 
Self-esteem is something special. Without the belief in yourself I 
would probably never have done anything. 



I have never gone to school in order to become someone or 
something definite, so that I would do something definite after it. I'd 
say the school is the place where I learnt about self-esteem, which 
opened a wide and open road for me in life. 

THREE PHASES 

The book, LIFE IS NOT A QUESTION OF TIME, BUT LIVING IN THAT 
TIME, could be divided into three chapters. 

Unplugthedream 
Reducesleeping 
Gain more time 

Unplugthedream 

The resting dream is only in the first two hours, 

the rest is the dream about Charlie'sfilm "Modern Times" 

During the sleep, and dreaming, the new experiences are being 
processed. What we notice in the subconscious will betaken, added, 
repeated and characterized in our sleep. 

Picturesque events come to life, which are willpower multiply 
intensifies. 

I can remember, I do not dream in those two hours anymore. There 
is no more dreaming. 

Two hours is the possibility that real or unreal events that the brain 
additionally processes are gone in my case as a factor of disruption, 
they do not exist any more. 

Reducesleeping 

Reducesleeping 

We should not reduce life, but sleeping 

Zecirovic Remzi, October 1966 



To reduce sleeping a lot was not an easy task. I was more aware of 
the problems of longer sleep. If I slept for 12 hours or more, it 
affected me in a very negative way. I felt listless, without strength 
and dazed. The best I could do that day would be to lie down again, 
before I lost balance. Therefore, I have found that too much sleep 
was not good, I'd say it was quite bad for me. 

I have tried with less hours, four or five, and it didn't give any better 
results. The success was not there. Real and positive results I 
managed to achieve only in the vicinity of two hours. Dreams that 
were usually there, were gone shortly. Before that the dream that 
followed me through the night, I remembered it, it was real, even 
when I could not remember anything, it was present. 

With two hours of sleep, it was gone. Not that I could not remember 
it, it was not even there and I felt more rested than ever before. 

With two hours of sleep I felt really good, but less than two hours 
was a completely different thing. I think it was worse than 15 hours. I 
have arrived to the conclusion that oly half an hour is enough, 
perhaps, but the problem is the hour and a half before that, which is 
maybe even more important. I am convinced that, by unplugging the 
dream, our physical and psychological strains are quite lessened, 
even gone. Less sleeping means less tension in life. 

More free and useful time is the result of all this. I could choose, to 
sleep more or work more. Work, for me, has broader connotations 
and refers to creativity, etc, and it is the sense of good physical 
condition. 

More time at disposal 

What do I gain with this? 

More useful time is the result of this project. I had only two options. 
To sleep more or to work more. Work, for me, has broader 
connotations, it refers to movement, physical activity. Work in 
general brings me great pleasure. It can be achieved in different 
ways. Actually, all kinds of activity are desirable. One thing is certain, 
dreams are gone, headache is non-existant, I don't remember ever 
having any, depression is an unknown, stress is almost gone due to 
two-hour sleep patter, etc. After everything I have experienced, I am 
not sure if the relation towards my age is young or old. My face does 



not give a clear answer, however, I think my hands show the biggest 
expression of my work, if we observe the outer aspect. 

How do I really look? Perhaps Heinrich Boll found the real answerto 
that. 

"How much a man has aged can be seen on the faces of those that he 
knew as a young man." I am certainly not twenty year old anymore. 

1960 

1966 



In 1960 the pieces of the puzzle started to come together, all the way 
until 1966 when I finished school. Boring green algae showed me the 
way; the path was soft, yet simple. This important period ended as a 
whole. Yoga and school were the basis and the condition for this 
book. Without the topic on sleeping, depression, self-confidence, 
will, etc. as the connective tissue of this period, nothing would have 
remained, absolutely nothing. 

I haven't even finished saying this, yet it already occurs to me that I 
should be saying the following - ever since I started school, 
sometime after the first, second grade, my parents weren't that 
interested in my education anymore. It was a determined path and 
there was nothing to be changed there. They were probably 
convinced that they don't have to do anything about it because they 
knew me well. Sometimes I thought that both my parents didn't 
really care what I would do in my life, at least while my father was 
alive. Mom found out only later that I enrolled in high school. Also, 
she only noticed that I had moved from electrical engineering school 
to a vocational school when I started appearing in a different 
uniform every fortnight. 

My dad was only interested in what was written at the bottom of my 
report card, which was conduct. Luckily, mine was always 
exemplary, with an excused absence here and there. If there was 
something else, I'd probably have had problems with my dad. 

This attitude towards my education probably added to the 
determination of the path I was on. All the preparations I had by 
1964 and until 1966 were, at least for me, something extraordinary 
and I usually said to myself: "who's gonna believe you". Those few 
years influenced all my inventions, all my ideas to come to fruition, 
not in a 'prescribed' way, but the way I saw it in a dream. 



Unfortunately, the dreams were gone, but a great desire stood right 
in front of me. I think that was the one springboard, the momentum 
of which carries me to this day. 

And my first definition for this period, the education I set for myself, 
was quite proper. 



1965 



I have gone quite far in it, I did things, even tried out the system for a 
few years, and I don't see why it wouldn't work. 

I divided everything into three groups; apparently number 3 is 
constantly present: 

Schools for those who want something, 

Schools for those whose mothers want something, 
and 

Schools for those want to know more about themselves. 

I think it couldn't be simpler. 

And I think there is a very simple system. 

Yoga and schools were the two factors that gave me direction. If it 
weren't for them, my reality would be spring, summer, fall, winter, 
then again spring, summer... Let me tell you why this combination is 
important forme. 

A road without a single bend in it. A road so straight I could almost 
see its end. Time was an accompanying part of all projects. With the 
foundation I had, I was sure I wouldn't have problems there. I 
controlled the most important factor perfectly, thanks solely to 
Yoga. 

My entire education until 1965 was twofold. On one side I was a 
relatively poor student, at least judging by my grades, while on the 
other I was above average, sometimes the best. There was no 
middle ground. Only in 1965 I decided that it wasn't for me, that 
something was wrong. That it wasn't me who decided what I will be 
like, but a third party. 

I was becoming more and more fascinated by the school system. 
Actually, this was a gift from Yoga - a little sleep, no dreams and no 
depression, a lot of additional hours, self-confidence, will, 
endurance-those werethe main pillars of everything. 



Up until 1964, somehow I managed to be a cog in the machine. Idea 
systems I fell into developed so fast I didn't even notice and I was 
already taking huge steps ahead. 

When I saw what two subjects can do, I was lucky it happened the 
way it happened, and my life was headed in the right direction. Two 
subjects eliminated me from this system. My history teacher was 
convinced that we should understand history, not just learn it. The 
question was the Russian revolution of 1918, and when my turn 
came, everybody in the class knew the topic, but no one 
volunteered but me. I learned it by heart, five large pages, I think I 
knew the exact positions of fullstops and commas. I learnt it so well I 
even bet some baklavas with a colleague if I miss a word or say it 
wrong. And, since I learned it by heart, I got an F. It was a shock for 
me back then, but today I am the happiest man on the planet 
because of it. If I could, I'd mark that date in gold. When she asked 
me what happened in 1918, 1 was only sorry that that I didn't answer 
with: "Oh, it was the day when Karadorde and Julius Caesar drank 
coffee. Or was it hot chocolate?" It's a shame I didn't, but my dad 
taught me to respect my elders. I thank him for that, while I thank my 
history teacher for helping me change my history, a history that was 
already written for my future life, and I changed it because of history 
as the subject. I thought it could only happen to me. I often think of 
Nikola Tesla and who made him go across the ocean, to America, to 
invent electricity as we know it. He was lucky, so lucky, he strayed 
from his path and rowed and rowed until he got there. Sometimes I 
wonder: where do people get such strength? 

Electronics and physics were always subjects of my will. I failed 
them; I had to resit those subjects. Physics -probably because I used 
to help others during the exam, and electronics - I can't even 
rememberwhy. 

It was the 25 th of August, I passed physics. It was time for electronics, 
my teacher was pregnant and there was another committee 
member and an electronics teacher. The whole time they didn't 
even look at what I was doing in front of the board, and they talked 
as if they hadn't seen each other for twenty years. I did two 
questions and only after two-three minutes did they notice me 
looking silently at them. I told them I have no idea how to solve it 
until the end, I didn't go through that area. I guess I could have told 
them I spent most of the summer on the beach, the weather was 



nice. 



What's worst, they let me pass. Perhaps the teacher would 
remember that she told me I was a lucky dog. I don't think winning 
the lottery would have helped me more than they did when they 
passed me; I was so lucky that they were my commitee. 



1964 

1966 

Before you read this, you should know that I had projects in the 80s 
regarding population, that we are all the same and equally 
intelligent, and similartopics. 

What does my educational system look like? A school year has, let's 
say, 12 subjects. I eliminate half right away. How? Let's say, history, I 
don't know about others, but I can read a school year's worth of 
history in a day. I mark crucial points and repeat them, for 15 
minutes a day, so that I would know what happened when, that 
Julius Caesar was a contemporary of Kleopatra, and Karadorde, in 
1804, was a contemporary of Napoleon. The same goes for other 
subjects as well. Since I was a boy who was interested in sports, (and 
who wasn't at that time?), not counting yoga, I had no need for sport 
activities at school, since I had active daily excercises. Training was a 
pleasure, not because I had to, but because I wanted to. I also visited 
youth sport clubs. I had moretimethan others. 

So, in 15 days, I finished half of the subjects or more. Another week 
for every subject, 10 minutes of making sure I know most of the 
syllabus, and I was done for that year. 

Now, talking about important subjects that could have secured my 
future, I picked a direction concerning my interests and those things 
that could grant me a living. I would put a 100 A4 papers for every 
subject down on the desk, the necessary handbook, etc. Those 
subjects would be maths, physics, chemistry, and electronics. As I 
always drew well, that subject remained in group one. Now I had 
four subjects on the desk. I would spend an hour on every subject. 
After a month, it would be eight to ten minutes per subjects. I have 
been gaining time, forty minutes, and I was free. 

Normally, they would never let me get away with this, so I had to go 
to school, I guess so that the neighbors wouldn't talk bad of me. 



ASTEP FURTHER 



Atthe end of August of the school year 1966/1967 I wentto enrol in 
a school for economy. I put on a suit and tie and set off to school. I 
believe they thought that I had the wrong address, at least that's 
how I felt with the way the professors sitting at the table looked at 
me. In a nutshell, good day, which craft requires the shortest 
education? Whitesmith, welder, locksmith etc. Well, locksmith 
sounds nice. The course lasts two years and after that you become a 
locksmith. Can I finish my thesis one day and on another day you give 
me a number of questions as a test and when I answer I receive my 
diploma? 

I shouldn't have asked. First of all, the thesis takes five days to finish, 
although I would go on to finish it in one day. I couldn't skip school, it 
lasted altogether two years. And I became a locksmith. A little 
unbelievable, but I stand behind it being so. 

I did my thesis in a day, as I have mentioned, and by the morning I 
had finished the paperwork with drawings. During those two years 
of education a lot of things happened, I was more absent than 
present in school though, and some professors borrowed me from 
classestodothisorthatforthem. 

If you want to go further, you have to keep getting papers, as I did. I 
think it isn't necessary to mention, but for example my last job 
position in a lab at the Institute for Research of Materials wouldn't 
have been possible without paperwork and a specific degree of 
education. What was asked was done and confirmed with a 
diploma. It's true that I was sorry for the lost time, but what could I 
have done when those were the conditions. 

I am a locksmith and I shall stay a locksmith. That is the easiest to 
remember and I presume it will be remembered more easily than if I 
had written something else. More importantly, the reader will figure 
out for themselves if they read the book to the end. That is the point. 
Is it important? Every part of this book, idea or part of my projects 
gives the answer. So that nobody will ask, I think it's easiest to say, he 
is a locksmith. There isn't much to explain. I think that therein lies 
the point of this book. 



Sometimes I ask myself, I went to school yet didn't work five minutes 
as a locksmith. It's true that I made a fence and some shelves in my 
home, but that is all. It's important to have some kind of vocation. 
How I came to that and why I can say this I believe is quite simple. 

But life says something different. It is not that simple. 

I think that it's enough about schools, there are other, for me more 
important topics. 



PROJECTS 



In fact, my life has been consisted of various ideas, projects and 
inventions. Ideas appeared while I was walking down the street, 
resting, or during any other conscious activity, constantly present 
because of brief sleep. I established that a horizontal position 
produces high quality, achievable ideas which I would never have 
thought of standing vertically. Of course, only a conscious state has a 
function. I think that imagination doesn't have a place here. 
Imagination and will are for me two completely different topics. And 
I gave my imagination two hours of sleep, if it even came to that. 
Ideas had been created. The spectre is huge. Which domain do I put 
them in and how do I define them? In fact, the greatest problem is 
whether it makes sense and how much time I have to spend on it. I 
considered projects to be everything that I spent time on 
considering ideas, the production of mechanical and electronic 
technologies, and with all that, the possibility to obtain a finished 
result. One thing is certain, I was never bored. And how could I be, 
when I liked my system and it suited my temperament. 

Since I was a little boy, I had been interested in something unusual 
from the world of mechanics and electronics. I think that the main 
factors of this were the years 1960 and 1966. The results of 
everything I had done in the next fifty years had come from joining 
those two years. All projects of all difficulties were either done or 
written down, while some were put aside as I couldn't figure them 
out at the time. Time was unimportant, if something was not going 
well I would look at it like this. A circle has 360 degrees. If something 
wasn't goingthe way I had imagined and it seemed to be amounting 
to nothing, I would erase 360 and take 359, sometimes even 358. 
One thing is for certain, every idea can be realised perfectly, it just 
needsto be recognised from afar. 



There were also projects on standby. A two word message would be 
pinned up on the wall and looked at in passing every day. One day it 
would be taken down and finished in one stroke. So smoothly that 
nothing went wrong. The idea emerged suddenly, like a train from 
the fog and gave me the answer. The only project I am awaiting is the 
existence of our kind. When I had been working on that, there were 
times when our ancestors were found in excavations, thirty to fifty 
thousand years old. My notes and work say thirty million years. I 
cannot do anything but wait. It will come. For now everything is 
going to plan, they have found two hundred thousand year old 
remains and only recently eight hundred thousand years. There has 
been a discovery some couple million years old, but that is not the 
one I am waiting on. I think that in around four-five years they will 
find an ancestor from one million two hundred thousand years ago, 
maybe a million five hundred thousand. This is what I am waiting for 
in order to finish that project. The problem is that he comes from a 
crossover point from 1.2 million years and doesn't have anything to 
do with ourfound ancestors. 

In orderfor what I am writing to be able to work, I thinkthat without 
thisthere is no point in even beginning. 

Although I had a project on us all being the same, why do some want 
to, others won't, but can? For now it remains unclear to me. If I can, 
others can. 

BLOCKS 

1967-1969 

One of our characterstics is speech. We use speech to speak our 
thoughts, will, talk about events, etc. To let others know what we're 
feeling, what we want, and how we want it. The said word or a 
combination of letters, regardless of how many letters there are, if 
taken apart - they are all of the same length. This is how we can 
describe an event to someone. 

In the winter of 1969, 1 was sitting in an armchair, in a warm room. 
Opposite from the armchair there was an empty wall. It looked ideal 
to be a happy receptor for all the thoughts I would get, ever since I 
started actively doing yoga and relaxing. It tricked me slightly, there 
was too much room, and the time stretched out, sometimes half a 
year seemed like a day to me. In the beginning it was always back- 
and-forth. 



I always remember that this might have given me a better timing for 
my other projects. Why do we talk so much, and understand so 
little? Animals scream here and there and they solve the most 
difficult of misunderstandings, getting ideal and acceptable 
solutions. 

This is how I started. On the garbage dump, where I was a common 
guest, I found paper remains from book printing or something, the 
blocks were about a meter long and 8 or 9 cm wide. I took a batch, 
put it on some scales. I never knew paper could be so heavy. I 
managed to get it to my house on my bike, somehow. Each piece was 
15 cm long; actually I cut them all up, how sure I was that it would be 
enough. 

A word was taken, and when I think about which one it was, if I took a 
dictionary containing all words and pointed at some word, any word, 
it would be the one. They are all the same. The first, basic, primary 
word was written. A bit of tape, transparent sticky tape put in the 
upper corner so that it wouldn't fall. Later I realized that a word 
could be a single letter from the alphabet. I can't remember what 
the word was, but it doesn't matter. 

Let's take a pen, for example. Second paper, what kind of pen is this? 
The thought breaks, is it blue or red? The thought breaks again: is 
this blue pen big or small; another break: if it is big, is it sharpened or 
new? To come back to the paper, this big pen, is it so big that it 
cannot be used, and if it can be used, how much? Woah, the wall is 
now full of papers. I took them all down and rewrote it all on smaller 
papers, with the same division. I continued breaking the words, the 
longer pen has two ends, are they open or does the ink flow over? 
What about the ink? Papers would repeat and become smaller. In 
the end, they were the size of a nail on your hand. The wall was full, 
and by looking from the beginning, none of the questions were 
repeated twice. Now comes the search. 

When I was younger, I used to go out with my colleagues; we went to 
the city centre. When I returned, I would sit in the armchair and look 
at all those papers, thinking about how to go on. What else is 
missing? Somehow, there had to be an end. Four thousand five 
hundred is a lot, all possible combinations yielded no results, similar 
yes, but that was it. The second attempt with another word gave the 
same results. All words were of the same length, regardless of how 
many letters they had. 



Everything was the same; explanation was always the same for all 
the words. In other words, there was only one word for everything. 
We know all, we understand all. Similar to a modulated signal, there 
were the blocks. To transfer the blocks from A to B should really not 
be that hard. I think in blocks, it is easier, goes faster. 

A lot of things happened since the 60s until today, the 2010s. I will 
take this example as well. Our brain is in fact water in which 
something we call brain is set. And that's about 20 percent of the 
total mass. Without water there is no life, so that's a logical ratio. I 
ask myself: what is more important, the water or the mass? Circular 
antenna is still a bigthing. 

A while ago, I was sitting in the kitchen, the cat was walking by, and I 
started thinking about where she was going. The cat stopped, stood 
there, turned around and went to eat from her bowl. How did she 
understand? There was no meat in the fridge, she shouldn't be 
waiting, and even if there was, she wouldn't get it until she eats 
what's in the bowl already. What did I transfer to her from all that, I 
don't know, and all I thought about was "where are you going?" 
That's not the first time it happened. The question is only - which 
block she received. 

THE CAT 



Before I start talking about cats, let me get these few words out. 
There is a topic that was not even meant to appear here, it doesn't 
really belong in the book. Still, it might have been remembered even 
before yoga. The street, the cats playing around me, mine, 
neighbours', even those from far away. Whether it was when I was a 
kid or a little older, the story was the same - mom, dad, grandpa or 
grandma, whoever it was, walk down the street with a kid. If a kid 
touches a cat - an avalanche of words, endless worries and panic. 
Did the kid touch the cat, with what hand? Immediate washing, 
disinfection and wipingfollowed. Remember one thing, something I 
remembered and wrote down a long time ago. I couldn't even fall 
asleep without a cat when I was a kid, probably from an age of 16 
months until my fourth, fifth year. I am so sure about it today, that 
there is nothing else I can say about it. Your defense system jumps up 
by 70 % in those first five years. I guess that is why about 50 wasp 
stings I had turned to nothing but red dots. You know, grandpa, you 
should have done that when you were very young, you should have 
listened to yourself and not your mother. And now -project cats! 



I have cats, I've always loved them and they are devoted to me! It is 
true that they are willful and sometimes as boring as mosquitoes, 
but they are pure gold for the human soul. That's what they say, and 
that's what I think. As far as their age is important, I didn't really 
study it, but they must have existed alongside us for several 
thousand years, perhaps tens of thousands, and that is enough for 
this project. Ten thousand years is a nice number. Truth be told, 
when you look at the evolutionary line, everyone is older than us. 
And what I like best is that they have been made right from the start 
so that no evolutionary advancement or changes in their lives are 
needed. They are today the same as they have been before. No 
schools would improve the conditions in their environment. As far 
as their psychic abilities, mind-reading abilities - I won't comment 
on that. 

It doesn't matter what cat we're talking about, where they're from, 
they are all the same. Whetherfrom Asia, Europe, or America, there 
is no difference. Whether white or black, it doesn't matter. As a kid I 
used to run after cats to catch them. The way I see it, cats don't really 
like kids. The yard was huge, and as I ran after them, each ran away in 
its own way. One, two and they were up, two meters up a tree. And it 
would never climb down slowly, paw by paw, with claws sticking out. 
It would throw itself down, back to the ground, land and ran away on 
all fours with great speed. Thirty years later I was stuck in a project so 
I remembered cats. Perhaps I was influenced by the neighbor's cats 
that were always at my place. There was always some talk about it, 
but I was interested in checking out what the cat is doing. Condition 
one - the cat can't be harmed. I was aware that without proper 
technology I can lookas much as I want to, but I won't see anything. 
Our eyesight, due to changes in speed, from a certain number of 
images per second cannot connect the beginning and the end of an 
image. I made a special camera that recorded with delay of four or 
more frames afterthe first one, which was not simple. I didn't expect 
any sort of clarity in the image, as long as I saw clearly what the cat 
was doing while it was falling. Where the beginning and where the 
end is. Two lenses, one below the other, one to take images 
horizontally, the other one at a 30 degree angle. I didn't mind the 
distortion in the recording, as long as it fit with the upper image a 
few frames later. 

The illuminated image waits a later exposition over it and then 
moves on. I have to say it was quite a lot of work to do this with any 
kind of falling objects. 



First I had to develop the film, check it, then do it all over again, until 
I got some satisfying images. 

The results seem to be within my expectations. After a long while it 
was time to try it with the cat. First, the height was small, still enough 
for it to be able to turn around. I decided it by intuition, meter and a 
half. I decided to do it twice, whatever the result. I prepared the cat 
slowly, grabbed her by the belly and treated her so that it must have 
felt like walking on clouds. Then, the day came. I put in the film, put a 
duvet below and let the cat fall with ther back towards the floor. 
What I saw? Nothing. The cat came down and landed on all fours. I 
thought it would run, but nothing, as if it was a normal thing. I 
cuddled it a little bit and repeated the procedure. She seemed to 
have enough, went straight for the door, wanting out. Her look said: 
"Now and never again." Just in case, I developed the film in the 
evening, to avoid any further errors. It used to be a film, black and 
white, that would be cut in half after being used in cameras. If I 
remember, normal 8. I checked the received recording via a hand 
projector. Slowly turning the handle, I watched the movements on a 
monitor. Back and forth, frame by frame. A cat actually consists of 
two halves, somewhere at the middle of the spine, including the tail 
and back legs, is one half, the rest of it is the other one. A cat's tail has 
nothing to do with anything, it would all happen the same even if the 
tail wasn'tthere. 

We should ask Nikola Tesla about that tail. The cat stiffens the back 
part of the body and the legs, they stay up, and the position of the 
tail is fully autonomous. It falls. The front part with the head and 
front feet turns by 180 degrees, until the head and the feet are 
looking down, and only then does the bottom part do a 180 and the 
cat lands on the duvet with all four feet. Without being nervous at 
all, as if this was something normal. In fact, she did that all the time 
when jumping from a tree, and from a much greater height, at that. 
Normally, it can't be compared to a small cat that cries for us to get 
her down from the tree. Logically speaking, in those few seconds all 
the laws of physics have been fully utilized, free fall, acceleration, 
gravity, action equals reaction, and what is most important, there is 
nothing to push from in the air, but she does it from within. 

And that is some weird spine. Flow and when it decides to start and 
stop the spin -that is its internal mathematics. I think this apparatus 
is too weak to get some optimal results. 



Without a stroboscope, lasers, three dimensional scanners, and a 
fast computer I think it is futile to try. A brain scan could show 
something, but I aim to forget about the whole thing, to let her keep 
her mathematical secret. 

That would be it about our neighbor from the other side of the thin 
line. The question is- who was their teacher before we came to this 
world. 

If you ask me, pioneers of gravity deserve a huge monument. It is 
their work, after all. 

Everything is piece of cake, if they tell us howto bake. 

This example is but a tiny piece of what they offer us, for free. They 
don't even ask for water. When I was doing navigation in the 90s, 
from some of them I took over navigational knowledge and the 
essence of zero point, called triangle today, and turned it into 
electronics. You always think about how "Everything is a piece of 
cake, if they tell us how to bake". That's not mine though, I borrowed 
it. One day I will have to return it, if they come to us, to me. They 
don't even have to ask for it. I hope they will understand and forgive 
me. 

PEOPLE 



The thing is, we, as humans, have been perfectly imagined. I mean, 
the one who thought us up and put us together, he finished his job 
just like it should have been done. He thought of everything, just 
everything. Nothing needs to be added or subtracted, a perfect job. 
Everything was included, really. Even the least addition to quality or 
quantity is absolutely unnecessary. The fact that we are trying to do 
something impossible is another story. 

The very sensory qualities of our skin are genius. 

One sensor, with multiple uses, is a far future for us. Small, yet 
capable of everything. Our biological lifetime is 80 years, it was 
before, it is today, it will be forever. We are bombarded with 
information on life 100 years long. Up until you are ten, this needs to 
be corrected, when you're 20-30 change this or that, when you're 
40-60 you need a bypass, change of kidneys, sexuality equals zero, 
grab a viagra, etc, etc. Is it not simpler to be bombarded with pieces 
of advice. Up until you are 65, nothing much can happen to you. 



Absolutely nothing. Here and there you go for a check-up, it's not 
necessary, but it can't hurt. It has all been written inside us since 
forever. Why do we turn it around, trying to make it better (and it 
can't be betterthan it is) is beyond me. 

That is why I have written a book, I have turnde everytihng upside 
down and that is a house that is not a home. I am 65, and I have been 
working on this project for 50 years, and I think I feel really, really 
good. 

The book describes the life voyage, life changes and projects of the 
author, Remzi Zecirovic. With constant descriptions and parts of his 
own biography, he brings his theory to life, through sleep reduction, 
physical, spiritual and psychological effects of Yoga to the balance of 
the body and mind, the balance of breathing and the control of the 
strength of mind and movement. 

There is a number of other other ideas he managed to test and make 
real. His experiences and the consequences of the same are an 
indirect invitation to qualitatively improve life by time management 
and the strengthening of the general spiritual condition. 



REALITY 



We are just a small species on one side of a fine line, so fine that it is 
transparent, even hydrogen can smoothly pass through. The other 
side has hundreds of millions of species, and still new ones keep 
forming without limit. Realistically speaking, we shouldn't have, or 
be allowed to say anything bad about the other side. When I was 
young, really young, we were never allowed to meddle in the 
conversations and lives of older and much wiser people. The same 
should beapplied here. I don't wish to dwell on the fact that we think 
and believe that we are more capable and more intelligent than our 
neighbours who have been by our side for approximately fifty 
millionyears. 

Our neighbours from the other side aren't very interested in a fairer 
and better life, as we have. From what I can see, they have been 
familiar with our state for ages. I believe we are wrong, very wrong, 
as they would rather go extinct than come over to our side and taste 
the sweet life. In fact, they are in the right, if I write a quote: 

"Don't ever go somewhere where you will have it worse". 



1975 



Electronics is my direction. I once made an oscillator in a microwave 
area. Both mine and other people's cats were constantly a round me. 
Even before the test was functionally on the way, it started 
temporally, and it stopped temporally. Every cat would know in 
advance that some energy influence would spread in the 
surroundings, and I was only getting ready to turn it on. What was 
most interesting, the cat was tense, anxious, looking to get away. 
The point is - she did not run to some cul-de-sac, she went for the 
safest route, a precisely defined way leading to safety. It was no huge 
energy that could influence her. On ther other hand, it knew when I 
wasn't even going to turn it on, because I had no intention or I wasn't 
thinking about it, so she didn't even get ready or consider running 
away. If I tell you that it read my mind, then I should just stop writing. 
It was in 1975. Today I am convinced that we will never have a single, 
accidental guest on our side. I am just waiting for the day when they 
will set up huge platforms and bring their tourist to look at us from 
theotherside. 

One hundred million to one, it's a large number and no one wants to 
come see us, no one wants to share the good and evil with us. We 
should ask ourselves - how fast will the aliens run away from us if 
they do find us, or if they come to see how their project is coming 
along? 

What is the point? We, humans, are perfectly made. Whoever 
thought us up has really finished the job just as he should have. He 
though of everything, absolutely everything. Nothing should be 
added ortaken away, it's a genius job, a perfect job, checked many a 
time around. The least addition to quality or quantity is absolutely 
unnecessary. It can only hurt us. The fact that we're trying to do 
something impossible and we have taken up a wrong path is a whole 
other story. I think we are actually a mirror of the left side of this thin 
line. I have a feeling we don't understand this as well as we should. 
We have gone down the wrong path of a one way street. I can only 
assume that whoever created us is now holding his head between 
his hands, not being able to understand why we do everything 
upside down. My family used to call this errors "rowing upriver". 
And it is so simple to let yourself follow the current. 



Our biological lifetime is 80 years. It was before, it is today, it will be 
forever. We bombard ourselves with a 100 years worth of 
information by the time we are 10 years old. We talk about 
corrections when we are 20-30, that we should replace this or that, 
when we are 40-60 we do a bypass, get a new kidney, sexuality down 
to zero, but we can take a Viagra, etc. Isn't it simpler to bombard 
ourselves with advice? Nothing out of the ordinary should happen 
to you by 65. Absolutely nothing. A check-up here and there, it's 
useful, though unnecessary. Everything has been written inside us 
since forever. Why we want to change that, why we want it to be 
better when it can't, I have no idea. 

I am now 67, although the book says something else. I worked on 
this project for 50 years and I can tell you I feel great. I had a lot of 
time and I can tell you I put it to good use. And who wouldn't? There 
were so many interesting things that made my life exciting and 
happy and I think I have managed to keep it that way. I believe that 
without yoga, sleep, and school, as my basic trinity, there would be 
nothing. 

Everyone has the same chance, same opportunity. I don't think 
there's anything to discuss. Why do some people just walk by it, 
when it is so visible? Some even trip over it, or remove it so they 
don't trip over it, when they already have. 

One hundred million to one, it's a large number and no one wants to 
come see us, no one wants to share the good and evil with us. We 
should ask ourselves - how fast will the aliens run away from us if 
they do find us, or if they come to see how their project is coming 
along? 

What is the point? We, humans, are perfectly made. Whoever 
thought us up has really finished the job just as he should have. He 
though of everything, absolutely everything. Nothing should be 
added or taken away, it's a genius job, a perfect job, checked many a 
time around. The least addition to quality or quantity is absolutely 
unnecessary. It can only hurt us. The fact that we're trying to do 
something impossible and we have taken up a wrong path is a whole 
other story. I think we are actually a mirror of the left side of this thin 
line. I have a feeling we don't understand this as well as we should. 
We have gone down the wrong path of a one way street. I can only 
assume that whoever created us is now holding his head between 
his hands, not being able to understand why we do everything 
upside down. My family used to call this errors "rowing upriver". 
And it is so simple to let yourself follow the current. 



Only a small number of them notice how close it all is. You bend over 
a bit, just so your hands touch the ground. Do you find it difficult? It 
just goes, flows like a piece of paper down the Danube. 

I think we are all equally intelligent. How much is another thing. I 
don't want to cover that topic right now, because of the two 
selected, the other one is more interesting, at least for me. I would 
like to single out the project I worked on for almost two years. Not 
necessarily every day, there were some pauses and waiting periods. 
Process is taking a long time, and the timeframe of the project 
cannot be reduced. What is important is the quantity of the project. 
The quality is less in question, as long as it succeeds. The design and 
the form of the project can wait for better days. Our weakness is that 
we are constantly trying to prove who is smarter or more capable, 
and we all are equally capable, and smart, and even completely the 
same. Therein lies the idea that interested me from the beginning 
and which I would like to talk about. A certain number of operations 
providing us with perfectly functioning lives is already within us. Or, 
better said, the characteristic of this is the very beginning, which we 
cannot influence, at least it says we cannot, which does not 
necessarily have to be true. Many don't know it exists, many cannot 
feel them, and we can't live without them. Those are certain 
functions of our body, like heart beat, breathing, pain, pressure and 
many others. The sheer number of heartbeats in a lifetime, some 40 
million times in a year, then times the number of years, is 
unfathomable. When we were kids we used to bend iron and copper 
wires to see when they would break. Five, nine, eleven, twelve 
seconds and done. What material are we made of, such longlasting 
durability, nothing can stop it. It is a topic of which I want to write 
something, and without it none of this would have happened, at 
least not these 45 years of mine. 

Everything started in 1963. However, I think that there was one 
error, which I will single out now, that existed and that I took for 
granted -"addiction". 

The heart is a kind of addiction, if I can put it that way, since we 
cannot influence its work consciously. We try to give it everything it 
needs to function well. Of course, a group of people came together 
and characterized everything or described it as a healthy, life- 
important, and addictive need. It wouldn't be weird if that same 
group provided the same characterization in cases when someone 
took alcohol or some other substances and becomes addicted. It is 
no longer healthy; it becomes a disease, a flaw in yourgenes, etc. 



We have the same thing, however, on the one side it's a disease, on 
the other it's healthy. 

And everyone has a specific explanation for it. Back in the 60s, as I 
read a guy who explained it, I understood and characterized it in the 
following way - let me explain it in simple terms. We have two 
addictions, let's name them A and B. One group which we are 
unaware of, and the other one we are creating ourselves. I can 
already see the error there. The second group is not the one we're 
creating, but the one we are being led to, becoming addicted. Not 
because we want it, but because our environment thinks we need it. 
Someone would say that there is a good fairy godmother and a bad 
one. 

As I have seen back in the 60s, it is a sort of addition to better our 
lives. A bit of salt, sugar or pepper to make it tastier, it's an individual 
thing. Why someone has to say instead of me, or against my will lead 
me to drink some spirit to forget something, to be happier, which I 
can do even without drinking. Plus, I don't have to become addicted 
to something I have no desire to get addicted to. 

Whoever made us would probably scratch his/her head if he heard 
such things, or think that we forgot to read the manual left to us. We 
understand and use everything wrong. 

It is true that addiction has two forms, A and B, both positive, there 
are no negative ones, as it should be. There, addiction is still a 
positive characteristic, apart from those that we can't change, which 
is why we're unaware of them. And those who are interested in it - 
everything that works fine should be left alone. We get a variation 
from the great palette of life, we choose freely and activate the 
better ones for our lives, each to his or her own. I write it like this: 
addiction should be a positive trait that we need, not a flaw, the way 
we're handling it. The fact is that we took a wrong turn at some 
point, misunderstand something and are using it backwards, at least 
the way I see it, while at the same time it takes over our time, that 
part I throw out. This means that from now on, in the text, addiction 
is a positive trait and its function is to provide conditions for a better 
life, it is the purpose of its existence. One of them is engrained, the 
other one is variable. In the computer world these are called RAM 
and ROM. In the late sixties it was all the rage, and today not a lot of 
people know that these are the main components of all electronic 
devices. RAM is the operative memory, it is constantly active as we 
do things, it can be read and written into. When we stop working, it 
disappears as if nothing had happened. 



However, there is also ROM memory, and what was written there 
stays forever and can only be read out. I am using this ROM system in 
my education, but I will talk about that later. Should I say that, if my 
organism requires water in some intervals, I am addicted or sick? No, 
I am healthy. If I get up at six o'clock and do the same thing for thirty 
years, because I will, it makes my life better, am I now addicted to it? 
What if I do morning exercises before work? Such addiction does not 
let me choose, I do exercises five days in a row and on the sixth or 
seventh it might rain, and I might lose the will. That's where the 
problem is - you cannot delete that willpower just like that. There 
needs to be a much stronger reason to change it, some protective 
security. This is my positive and healthy addiction, and its 
characteristic is that it protects me from diseases. I have activated 
an addictive variable in order to make myself better. If you're doing 
your homework and someone is calling you to come out, a 15- 
minute task can wait and a conflict arises. That's not me, my positive 
addiction is stronger, I can leave 15 minutes later. This is why I am 
convinced that our bad side that we misunderstand, just like our 
programmer might say we didn't read the manual, is nothing but an 
additional programming unit that gets programmed, and it's called 
will, perserverance, confidence, etc. It is to our great joy that it 
exists, this error of addiction, and I accept it and conduct it gladly. If it 
weren't for this error, as well as many others, everything I've done so 
far and all the projects I wanted to do wouldn't even exist. Empty 
pages tell me nothing, and I can only say that I am grateful for doing 
it this way and I would like to thank whoever brought us to where we 
are now. 

Classic addiction is not a flaw in our genes, but an external influence 
that wishes to exert its will over ours. It can be erased, but also 
rebuilt. 

I said we are all the same, and who would know that better than our 
maker. 

Ever since the 60s I have been using this error, this little positive flaw 
that came to me with yoga. If I had to explain it further, I'm not sure 
I'd be able to find a word stronger than maximum, however, I am 
sure that without it only a huge nothing would remain, and that is 
why I am happy a bout the way things turned out. 



How do I benefit from it and what am I using? 



Apart from yoga, sleeping is the main factor of having so much 
additional free time. I use what I used to accept before. I don't know 
why, but a lot of years priorto that my dad was only interested in my 
conduct and absences at school. Excellent conduct was a must, and 
absences with adequate justification were ok. "Go regularly and you 
will learn properly, with some desire, you will get a solid grade." I 
never leave projects that I have started, as they will be done sooner 
or later. And I don't mind working on three projects at the same 
time. What is more important, my schools were all finished by 
addiction, which I consider positive. I explained in two topics what 
this programming looks like. So much on my addiction 
programming. 

There is no other solution, we are just understanding and using it 
wrong. Whoever created us finished the job, just like it should be 
done. He/she thought of everything, literally everything. Everything 
was taken into consideration, nothing should be added, nothing 
should be removed, it is perfect, genius work. 



THE BLUE PLANET 
1981 

From 1981 to 1989 I did, whether consciously or unconsciously, a 
whole series of projects about us, the inhabitants of this beautiful 
blue planet of ours. 

The project I will mention now is about us. We are planted all over 
the planet, you might even say uniformly. You could also say we are 
all the same, so much that if you looked at any of us from a 100 m you 
couldn't tell the difference. Only at a few meters there would be 
some difference. Characteristics would be undeniable and clear, 
someone is Asian, someone is European, African, etc. Not looking at 
individual cases, let us talk of height up to 2m and weight of up to 
120 kg. On this side of the thin line we are so equal that when we 
look into a blurry mirror no one could say that it's not them. Two 
legs, a body, two arms, and a head. We have nothing else to offer, 
that's it. Seems simple, but it isn't. Someone is blonde, someone is 
small, someone is perfect, or skinny, but the mirror says we are all 
the same. We are all the same, but what about our looks? A beauty 
in Europe is nota beauty somewhere else. 



What a bout the other side of the line? 

The other side does not provide a rational image of division and 
similarity. Proportions usually have some weird mathematical 
formula. If I stick to our unique skeleton, shape and size, I think the 
proportion is something like 1:100,000,000,000. They seem to be 
ahead of us by that much, at lease. I have separated all the projects 
regarding us from the others and written down those I found 
interesting. It was the basis of my future project work regarding 
similar ideas. We are nothing but a mirror of the other side, trying to 
reduce flaws, fix them, put them in order. However, the most 
important factors, those that cannot be seen, have been neglected 
and it will take a lot of work still. Perhaps another species will come 
and fix it all, make it work as intended initially, as we have been 
thought up to be. It won't be easy. 

1984 



Our planet was a model to simulate turns, the angle and everything 
else that could the mother planet function better. A huge piece of 
work was in front of me. It was simple, but with many work points. 
Starting from the fact that the planet is at an angle of 27 degrees and 
to keep the outer influence of the magnetic field as small as possible, 
I made the first sphere from Mu-metal. A layer of water, layer of 
sand, layer of concrete between each of the next tin sphere to keep 
itsimilartothe layers ofthe Earth. The center held a gyroscope that 
was supposed to turn the sphere and keep the simulation angle. It 
was important that the sustainable function is present for 45 days. 
The sphere was in the proportion of 1:30,000,000, which gave it a 
size of about 42 cm. Around the equator, somewhere near Serbia 
and around the south part of New Zealand I attached three circular 
U-profiles. I put a layer of high quality earth in them. Using a round 
patter for transplanting I marked 24 positions, which gives about 6 
cm between them. On all three locations I planted tomato seeds 
taken from the same plant. Each plant received 20 ml of water a day 
without any additional fertilizer. 

Soon after, first offshoots of the plant showed, differing in shape. 
Perhaps something went wrong, although my mother gave me the 
seeds she prepared for next year. Project was stopped and repeated 
next year, at the same time. Everything was already prepared, so 
there wasn't much to do. I separated the seeds right away so there 
could be no issues later. 



Next year, same procedure, same results. 

I wrote down only this: if I could set myself, with absolutely same 
genes, on two separate locations, removed from my primary 
location, I probably wouldn't recognize myself. I assume thatall of us 
on this Earth are replicas with distorted looks. 

MOUTH 

1985 

This title, on both sides of the line, has a common denominator, at 
least for most of those living on our planet. We are alone on our side 
of the scales, anyway. Perhaps there is a huge weight keeping us 
aligned with the neighbors. Unfortunately, they is so much above us 
that there is no chance of catching up now. Occasional things are at 
odds with each other, but that's it. I will leave the other side alone 
now, but looking askance, it all goes for them as well, looking over 
the shoulder. Still, there is a couple of hundred million of them 
compared to our definitive one. 

We are not far from being able to share thoughts. It's not a utopia - 
it's a matteroftime. 

I am interested in a different topic now, the mouth, what is it for? 
This is why I set this project aside, to describe it here. The function 
itself is limited to a few actions only. Breathing, which can be done 
differently, and it is possible. Exchanging interests over the ether is 
so close, and it's a topic I tested in a project in the 80s, and I don't see 
it happening everywhere. As always, every start is long and difficult, 
it's all a matteroftime and effort. 

That would be that. Apart from some factors whose lack of will not 
influence the project and they don't require mentioning. 

The mouth project, after the problems with tomato project, 
required a more extensive production of high quality parts and 
instruments. Controls, simulations of the test project, so that 
nothing goes wrong when the time comes. Everything requires a lot 
of time, lam not always everywhere, it works automatically, but the 
visual control is constantly present and my thoughts are constantly 
on it. There was nothing worse then when, a day before the end of 
the project, we experienced a blackout. Due to the similarity with 
the previous project, the second attempt was already written down, 
whatever the result of the first one. I could also partially apply the 
experience from the first project on this one. 



Spring was again the most ideal time. Nature is waking up, it is 
strong, has the desire to fight for life. The idea is the following, any 
living creature, at least all those I talk about in this book, can take 
food in some specific way, different from what we studied in schools. 
Can it be transferred directly to us, I don't know. I know for sure that 
when I did yoga in the 60s I was able to hold my breath for 12 
minutes. Perhaps I could have done it longer, but I was afraid to. I 
was always worried what if something happened and I fell 
unconscious from some hanging position, it could lead to a serious 
injury. The point is that the nose and mouth are pushed aside and 
the skin takes their function. Does this mean that the nose and 
mouth don't have a function? I lacked the feeling of fresh air, a few 
minutes later when I would open my mouth every breath was like 
the last one. Today, when I try to breathe deep for two minutes, I 
wonder where it all fit. I used to have a feeling that by practicing 
breathing my skin takes over the function of bringing air into the 
body. I suppose those 12 minutes could have gone up to 20, but I 
never tried it. The only thing I know is that when I took the rubber 
suit we used in judo to lose the extra weight, I felt the real lack of air. 
That was where I stopped with the experiments. I went to four 
minutes in yoga exercises and that was it. 

There was something else I was interested in, whether the food can 
betaken some other way, other than the mouth, as my mom used to 
tell me when I was a kid. I found out only later what she meant, as 
she worked in a hospital after WWI. Perhaps she thought of liquid 
food via the needle? Twenty years later and this project is still being 
prepared, to see where the limit is, how far I can go. Of course, I can't 
go looking at what and how much can be done when I'm in the 
middle of a project. I have no intention that this project lasts forever. 
Whatever will be, will be. 

Vacuum is an incredible thing. I remember reading Edison and how 
much he needed until he realized that a light bulb doesn't work 
without vacuum. There is so much to be said about vacuum, and this 
is not the place forit. 

If I take a sponge and put it in vacuum and release air again, nothing 
will happen. Not a single layer will survive, because they will boil. 
What is the limit of vacuum so that the water in the sponge doesn't 
boil and the layer survives unharmed? One sponge in a jar, covered 
with a relatively thick color, will remain a sponge after taking off the 
layer of color. If we do the same thing in a jar with vacuum, release 
the same color through special vents onto the sponge, nothing 
special will happen, the sponge will suck in all the color from the 
surface. 



A special vacuum jar with multiple entry tubes, a vacuum pump, a 
lot of magnetic vents and old soda siphons (as if made for my special 
needs), an instrument for measuring the vacuum. At that time we 
measured in Torrs. Various magnetic vents and gasses: nitrogen, 
ammonia, sulphur, magnesium, that would be about that for the 
project. A board with leaves of five or six plants, oak, linden, grapes, 
etc. Since I did chemistry at one point in my life, it was relatively easy 
to make gaseous food for the plants. I also needed electronics for the 
dosimeter, time switches, movable delimeters on the vacuum 
manometer, etc. The experiment determined the values of vacuum 
at a safe level, and magnetic vents released a certain amount of food 
forplantsfromtimetotime. Nota littleand nota lot. Itisbettertodo 
it three times a day than to overdose. Occasionally, after food, I 
would let in a minimal dose of moist air, I was so very afraid that the 
lack of water would destroy everything. All the plants survived those 
40 days without any issues. I am only sorry that I didn't check if they 
started to grow roots. 

I think anyone could reach some conclusion here. I think there is 
more positive than negative here. 

If we can breathe via skin, we could feed via skin, of which I am 
certain after this project. I think our health would improve by 50 
percent. The main issues of disease would disappear, a large number 
of them, perhaps all that enter our vital areas through the mouth 
andthey would remain quarantined. 

A DOG FROM JAPAN 
1989 

We have a flaw, so tiny that it can be defined by a single line of 
letters. This flaw did not diffuse among us, but it has been 
concentrated towards our neighbours. We can't seem to move from 
a high level we are on right now to a higher one, perhaps just a step 
up, or down, but who will succumb first? We don't understand each 
other because we don't want to. In fact, that may be ok. Why do I 
care what my neighbor has to say? Still, it is a good thing, on the side, 
to know what they want from us, what they need. We think we are 
something special and that we have the right to ask someone else to 
understand us, however, to understand us he is supposed to be 
familiar with the soundwave communication some of our ancestors 
started using, for his chosen group. The problem is that our 
neighbour wishes to do the same, only the other way around. 



We, on this side of the thin line, solve it by learning the vernacular of 
our neighbours, and if we do that, it would be only right if they did 
the same for us. Now it's becoming interesting, we have four 
potential options with the neighbour. If, mathematically speaking, 
we shortened it to: I understand, I don't understand, I learn, I don't 
learn, there are four paths, and we would be left with the solution - 1 
understand you and I wasn't even aware. 

If we could make a deal to focus on just one, everything is solved. 
They don't say that a house devided cannot stand for nothing. It 
makesthings better, but we need one more thing. 

I divided the whole of our world into two. It is the unsual half, which 
is impossible in theory. It is a little difficult to understand, but it is 
possible. One leaf, two halfs. The line that is in the middle, this 
border is so thin that it could let anyone from the left or the right side 
to change the location to one that suits them better, no need to pay 
for the customs. There is a small problem, on the one side, human 
kind, with some seven billion people, filled up the border on the 
right side. Between ourselves, we are all the same, although we 
don't understand each other. Perhaps we don't want to. The other 
side is a little different, everything else is there. Notwithstanding the 
thin line, they are with us. They live with us in an indirect community, 
they are there, they are present. They are looking at us, askance, 
observing us. There are a few hundred million of them. What is a 
couple hundred million against seven billion of us, at least until 
today? The problem is that those several hundred million is not the 
final number, it is in fact several billion species, and they are finding 
new ones still. Not our species, but those from the other, leftside. As 
far as I know, no one found a new species of humans, some brothers 
we were not aware of, that look like us. We are unjust to our 
neighbours; we take a lot from them, and give them nothing. 
Someone would say: we also eat them, make shoes from them, or 
whatever. What we take from them, we have decide to appropriate a 
longtime ago, as our ancestors from the other side of the line know 
a long time before we came to be. I wanted to do a project about 
who would be in our place, on the thin dividing line, if we didn't exist. 
I have to admit, I have no idea whereto begin. 

We strive forward with huge steps and get visible results, we brag. 
Describing our lifetime, the way we fit into all of this, I reached some 
interesting results, at least for me. While I was working on this at the 
end of the 70s and the beginning of the 80s, I always set the start of 
our existence to 30 million years. 



No less, no more. Now I can say it is luck. It would be pretty pitiful if 
we take into account that ants have been in existence for a 100 or 
150 million years. What's worse, there are no significant changes 
with them, no incredible discoveries. Everything is fine, the jobs are 
set, social order established. I woudn't be surprised if we find out 
one day that they have been visiting some similar planets, just 
because. And we are still dealing with constructive solutions, 
conditions of surviving next to huge monetary investments for just 
one takeoff, without coming back. Perhaps one day someone dares 
to ask them: "How do you do that?" 

For now, I find it weirdest that none of them wants to come to us, to 
our advanced world of science and technology. They are quite happy 
where they are. They have everything they need, exactly as much as 
life requires. Why would they complicate and unnecessarily destroy 
their life. 

If we take, as an example, one of those hundreds of millions of 
species on Earth, coming from Japan, let's say, wanting to visit its 
relative in Europe. Let's use a dog as an example, they won't need 
some special preparation or a course to be able to communicate 
with the European neighbor. It comes and communicates, without 
interpreter. The look of the tourist doesn't really matter, which I 
explained at another place in the book with one project. The fact 
that they respect foreign territory is not a topic here, although I 
think that is fine. We used to say "not to outstay welcome", which is 
also good. This dog can go on a round trip as well, it will be the same, 
whereveritgoes. 

Since this is valid for all species, except for us, I wonder when they 
will teach us this, since we took so much from them already. That is 
probably why they call us materialists. 

DNS DESIGN 



There comes a time now and then. I assume that everyone once 
thought about setting their own business. It was the same with me. 
This topic will probably be the shortest in this book. I had all the 
possibilities and I had made all the preparations, set up an 
advertisement as well as business cards, the only thing that was left 
was to register the firm. However, in the end, there were ideas which 
I had to resolve for myself and which interested me so much that the 
opening of the company kept being moved. Of course, one of the 
reasons was negative experiences of my friends, the conditioning of 
bureaucratic factors, so for now the company is only on paper. 



ROBOT-CNC 

1982. 



It was always my wish, my dream and since I don't dream, it seems 
that I must make it a reality. I remember making an electronic brain 
back in the sixties, now I sometimes think, what was electronic 
about it?! Twenty 4mm clamps, some short circuit wires, a block 
battery 4,5 volts, I don't know if they still exist today. I obtained some 
results by bridging. How much is one and one, the biggest results 
were up to ten. If I skip twenty years, that already means something. 
My first robot could do quite a lot. It could move objects up, down, 
left, right with a precision of 0.01 mm. Of course, the first computers 
were of help. However, without the era of integrated circuits, 
memory would be unthinkable. What was I going to do with it, even 
a child would get bored easily? So I turned the system 180 degrees 
and from it I made a computerised machine for milling. 

What it was able to do was a real miracle. Even I was surprised. 

That was why I chose the second of these two technological 
examples. In the eighties I made the so called CNC machine, a rarity 
at the time, a large number of people could only assume what it was 
about from a magazine. The era of integrating electronics and 
mechanics had only just begun and allowed ordinary people to 
access integrated circuits. 

CNC 



The essence of the CNC and the robot are the same. I chose three 
motors, three axis x,y and z. Although, at the time there were talks of 
a fourth and fifth axis. I chose three nevertheless. For my budget this 
was already enough, but with additional simulation clamping and 
turning, results can be obtained with four axis. Making everything 
alone is the greatest challenge and meaning of my work. Time has 
been on my side ever since 1960, so it was easier for me and I used 
up all myfreetime mercilesslyforthetask. 

The expenditure was large, so I stretched the project out over the 
course of an entire year. Regardless of the fact that the plan was 
finished ages ago, it needed to be done. I checked my drawings 
myself, making them better, overlapping them, and every mistake 
meant correcting it and doing over. 



Precision less than 0.01 mm was impossible for me. If the machine 
being made cannot have that tolerance, better should not even be 
expected. All tolerance was fit into a hundredth of a mm. Aflat panel 
and milimes were the first expenditure. All of the required tools that 
I bought were ones I was going to be able to use in other projects 
also. For now this is my most expensive project in terms of the price 
of materials needed. 

I completely disassembled the robot and took everything I could use 
for the CNC. What can I say, I didn't do almost anything globally, and 
some call it design. I changed only its aesthetic appearance; it 
doesn't look like a robot anymore, but CNC. Electronics and motors, 
and there you have something. It's like what Columbus used to say- 
everything is easy if you know how. In fact the CNC is a relative and 
simple gadget. As always, something extraordinary and specific is 
expensive. 

There used to be, at least we called it a parallelogram, which copied 
a drawing on one side with a point, and would then enlarge or 
decrease it on the other, by drawing or cutting, regardless. Looking 
at today, pictures on a screen can be transferred in the given 
proportions onto a material. Nothing could be simpler; a wish on 
one side gets carried out on the other with multifunctional 
modifications. The CNC is just an extension of that, a little more 
complex. For example various cutters or the turning speed of 
engines can be changed by programming etc. 

However, I had made a mistake. The typical human disease. You 
make a house for grand parents and all your children, but you end up 
living in it alone. It was the same here. The size of the machine is not 
determined by electronics, but by me. The electronics and 
computer are the same for all sizes and weights. I took A3 format. 
Normally A3, the CNC machine is at least three times larger than A4. 
It wasn't long before I returned the CNC to my spatial possibilities 
and needs. And for my needs, A4 can do the same as A3. The process 
of constructing the CNC looked like this. 

I acquired a computer made solely for this. It was an XT with 1Mb of 
memory and 5 Mb hard disc which sounds ridiculous for today's 
standards, but at the time barely anybody had heard of such a thing. 
Sometime later I switched to AT with 8Mb of memory and a 20 Mb 



hard disc which I still use today in 2014. It works perfectly and 
without fault. The actual machine with motors had a frame for the 
installation of the rest of the components of the CNC. A great deal of 
time was taken up by the electronics. For every motor I drew cards, 
made films and on the resulting printed circuit built the motor 
electronics. As always, the first tests on the CNC motor chassis 
showed that the amperage didn't fit the desired force and the effect 
of quiescent current. I altered the electronics again with a stronger 
output for all three motors. The main brains apart from the 
computer is the interface card which calculates the vector size of the 
part which needs to be done and at the same time lowers the cutter 
to the desired height of the object. Higher quality interface cards 
with a 3D option are in fact just an action, I take out one card, put 
another one in and the three-dimensional CNC machine is ready to 
work. It was a great step even for me. It required making a lot of 
parts. But the work paid off, as the machine functions even today. 

It's lucky that I made it first, as it is the essence of each of my later 
projects, my great pleasure and success. 

It conducts complex procedures with unbelievable precision, high 
qualityand unthinkable speed. Ithinkit is enough to say, what would 
I do without it for the production of a keyboard chassis for a mobile 
phoneforexample? 



LASER 



The laser was an invention of modern times. Actually, what are 
modern times? My whole family, dad, mum, grandma, granddad 
and I were born at least half an era before that time. That doesn't 
count for even a grain of sand looking at how long life on earth has 
existed for. And some time before that there was thunder and 
lightning. Looking back, each age gave something new, and an 
unbelievable and phenomenal leap was made in the last few 
hundred years. Daylight; if it didn't exist, we wouldn't either. This is 
probably why the laser is so magical, appealing, and powerful and 
affects everybody. I was involved with that industry back in the time 
of Rubies, albeit minimal, but something still came of it. Later with 
He-Ne lasers from various companies. 



Now they are based on semiconductors. A fascinating line of lasers 
which I will use now, looking at the spectre it lies on the colour red, 
wavelength 632 nm to be precise. Even just the ray provokes an 
interest and imagination in a person to work with it. Worst of all, it 
doesn't let you separate yourself from it. Patent ideas for lasers are 
now the leading industry for new inventions, taking into account 
only the past fifty or so years, they present an endless goldmine. 
Lasers use an exactly defined colour. Monochromatic light is the 
same wavelength and this determines the colour that it gets from 
the amount of energy lost by an electron falling from a higher to a 
lower energy level. For the case I will mention, the wavelength area 
is between 600 and 700 nm. For now, globally I do not see how 
anybody could predict the end of new laser inventions. I presume 
that yearly, at least 10000 new patents are being registered. They 
used to call things like this a ray of endless ideas. In the next topic, 
which is connected with Leonardo da Vinci, I will describe how I saw 
this and what I did in the field with somewhat newer technology 
than was typical then. I tried to do it in my own way, the way I see it, 
and maybe I gained something. This field requires a lot of precision, 
high quality base, parts with high vibration quality, but my budget 
was not quite ready for this. Sooner or later my possibilities will 
reach their limits. Nevertheless, I still did something and I am 
content. I took three source lasers 632 nm, FleNe lasers used to be 
used for this; they were a little large, like their price. I placed the 
lasers so that two are going towards each other with as much 
parallel precision, and as little a gap between them as possible, 
around 1 mm between the two beams. The speed is 300.000 km per 
second, as we already know; of course this is for vacuum. Every point 
between these two laser beams should have a passing speed of 
600.000 km per second. I waited for a calm time for conducting the 
experiment, I mean in terms of meteorological weather. I excelled in 
this, so I made an instrument which could measure the flow of 
oxygen through nasal cavities. I set up a device which measures the 
smallest particles of oxygen, so that small particles wouldn't disrupt 
the flow of the laser as much, they create harmful lagging in the gap 
between two laser beams. The ideal conditions would be in a 
completely sealed room with minimal pressure, something similar 
to those used in creating chips. But I think the way I prepared 
everything will bring good results. 



Horizontally, somewhere in the middle, a third laser was placed 
which passes exactly between two laser beams on sliding rails. Of 
course, they are high quality laser beam shifters, one is based on 
Piezo. All three beams, through transient double prisms, lenses and 
mirrors, came out on three interferometers. Two laser beams were 
stable, and the horizontal third one, gave an impulse of very small 
impulse length at specific time intervals of around five hundred Pico 
seconds. The collision of photons and present particles gave off 
lightning and small explosions. Where it went and how much, I did 
not measure. Unbelievable for that time, I was missing expensive 
instruments and didn't have any more money, but for me it was 
enough. I saw what I had predicted. Maybe that was the door 
Leonardo was looking for in another parallel universe. 

PAINTINGS 



This is a topic I worked on back in the sixties. It is where my passion 
for painting comes from, and if I linked that with the year 1954, I 
could freely say from the fifties. I have always taken an interest in 
why our inability and helplessness is so great straight upon arriving 
in the world. We are simply helpless. We don't stand a chance 
survivingon ourown. 

Folding arms, we come from the water; we lived next to the 
water... 

When I look at our neighbours, the ones on the other side of a fine 
line, on average they can survive alone after being born. Maybe we 
too could survive on our own, but a mother's worry is so great, it 
makes us inseparable and won't allow us to overcome that 
dependence. A long time ago, I was shocked to hear that a baby, a 
few days old, was able to swim and dive in water without even an 
inkling of fear. It radiated with pleasure. 

While still in the wombs of our mothers, we are able to show our 
programmed motions. The worry for a newborn arriving into the 
world is so large, we do not even let it swim, for fear that something 
would happen to it. In fact, I am sure, that watching us it probably 
thinks: what is that supposed to mean, I have been swimming in 
water for nine months and now you are worrying about me like I am 
incapable. I don't want to carry on about this, for then the book 
would be solely on this subject, and I think that that is too early for 
us. We were born with it. Already with our contact with the world I 
can single out five quantitative points which I am sure are 



programmed within us. Using gestures and motions I can show that I 
am hungry, thirsty, am able to sing, draw and swim, very well for a 
first start. That should be identical for everyone, loud and clear, 
equal so that there is no need for a discussion or dispute. The only 
question is how we use it. That nobody can take it away is already 
very clear. It is like a car, it is present. The only things missing are gas 
and a driver. What they will do, where they will go and what success 
they will accomplish is something of an entirely different nature. 

The words "God helps those who help themselves", as well as Zeus's 
logic "Give what you have" are purely matters of resourcefulness. 
We were born with it and with it we are all the same, identical. 
Better said, there is no difference between us. Everyone is 
interesting in their own ways, regardless of where they are, which 
language they speak in. I presume it is programmed into our genes, 
for us to be able to communicate with others and accept them no 
matter where they might be on our blue globe. If all of our other 
functions failed, these five are enough for renewal, a new start and 
existence. We just need to be released. Everyone has their own 
typical mask. It's only a matter of perseverance, willpower, self- 
confidence, attitude and presentation. 

In the meantime, in 1965 I began to paint more and more with oil 
paints. Of the five aforementioned characteristics, I have chosen to 
explain painting in detail. It has taken up much of my precious time, 
as have the first four, but for me painting is something special. It is 
quite the relaxation. My projects remains, it hangs on the wall and 
every day I see it as I walk by. The amount I gave, I also gained. 
Therefore I didn't lose anything. The years went by. When will it 
come, when will it come, and it came. I painted many paintings 
belonging to various art movements. With the help of oil paints, I 
transferred my will and my desires. I didn't take classes, nor did I 
attend an art academy. I am content with what I painted, because it 
reflects me. And that profit has made me even more pleased. 
Perseverance won. Perseverance set me apart. 

Colours have always been able to blow me away, who haven't they?! 
Ourfirst impression when we see someone is determined by colour. 
Yellow is my colour, the more intense it is, the more beautiful. 
Maybe it is because it lies in the middle of the colour spectrum, 
between green and orange, and it has a number: 500...600nm, also 
Kelvin temperature is not there at random. It is not all the same 
whether you are looking at Vincent in 1000K, 3000K or 5000K, 
although the colour yellow is the middle ground. 



Speaking of this, I was born half way through the year, when all is 
yellow at its hottest. You never know. Somehow I identify with 
painter Van Gogh; I love his colours. The grandeur of the colours is 
unique; they would be my colours. Vincent Van Gogh - I believe 
nobody would be able to copy him. The point I am getting at is not 
the painting, but the colours and gradient. That is why there is only 
one Vincent Van Gogh. Sadly, Van Gogh cut off his ear, there are 
explanations as to why he did what he did. I wouldn't explain it like in 
the same way. 

I'd rather say that he didn't want to hear about Gogen anymore. 
Maybe he should have cut off his fingers, to satisfy the likes of those 
who say he is irresponsible. Toulouse- Lautrec was right in saying he 
made a mistake painting Vincent in profile. In profile and Vincent's 
self-portrait he only triggered a landslide for some people talking 
about his state. 

He was too far away for someone to understand him and at the time 
buy a painting of his. Nevertheless, he sold one. 

I started with him, something in him is special. He started painting 
very late, but finished early. In a span of a couple of years he created 
an unbelievable amount of paintings, not taking into account 
drawings and watercolours. Usually painting during the day, he gave 
us about eight hundred parts of his power. One, who understands 
art, knows that his paintings were generally of a large format, which 
takes up a tremendous amount of time. Every line of his was a 
reflection of his inner battle, and gave some direction. In Berlin, the 
city of art, his paintings were often exhibited as a loan from other 
museums, but Berlin museums have a few paintings. That meant a 
lot to me. I stood in front of every painting for a longtime, looking for 
him. It took me a few years to comprehend. The seventies were the 
era of "LAIKA" format films, some call it small format 24x36 mm. 
Cameras with film were a normal thing, everything was done with 
film. The film I mainly used because of its intensive colours was my 
Kodakcolor-film, from which I was inseparable. I singled out one 
20x20cm part of Vincent's painting and in my photo lab I used filters 
and black light to separate the zoomed image into the amount of 
colours a line was made up of. Van Gogh painted nothing but lines. 
They were not ordinary lines. The hardest job wascountingthe lines, 
calculating their length and separating each colour into lines. Three 
such circles, from the average of that, the number of squares in the 
picture. The value is immense. 



The swiftness of arm movement incredible. If I leave out that paints 
need to be bought, mixed, the tools washed, and go to the place for 
painting. I will write only one thing. How can one live, if he does not 
eatordrink? 

What do my paintings say about this project? The majority of my 
paintings take after Van Gogh's style. There are other painters I tried 
to depict as accurately as possible. The format was not important to 
me. I painted a two meter wide Alessandro Magnasco painting on a 
30cm wide canvas. 

I see something else in that. Van Gogh takes colour from the middle 
of the visual spectre, colours that dominate; there is a whole spectre 
of colours, but the main presence of yellow is most intense in 
energy, therefore having an impact on our conscience. Colours 
induce oscillations that we receive in different ways. Our feelings 
and associations create different reactions. Some create distance, 
they are passive. Yellow, the perfect environment along with orange 
creates a pleasant and personal atmosphere that holds us on an 
apostolic level. It surrounds us with warmth, radiates, and does not 
allow ustoabandon it. 

In technical terms, I took a heap of what used to be called greasy 
paper for cakes, one chair, six filter lamps for photo labs and a 
rectangle wooden frame which would hold the greasy paper. Blue, 
dark red, red, orange, yellow and green. The chair is in the middle, 
the bottom frame 25cm from the floor. On the outside, lamps with 
filters, one on every page, that would be six lamps. Every frequency 
of colour acts in its own way; the impressions were unbelievable in 
that half hour. I called it the box with one wavelength of light. 

If it was up to me, this is what I would write about Vincent Van Gogh. 
He was born as an artist, but the impressions his paintings make give 
away the fact that his inner strength used the law of physics as well. I 
believe he was an equally genius physicist as he was an artist. Maybe 
he was not aware, like his surroundings, that his work even then 
should not have had a price tag, for it was priceless. 

I would explain this project, that everyone can paint, but we cannot 
wait for our time to come, in the following way. I don't believe that 
any high rank artist can compare their beginnings in art with later 
paintings. They started in the same way as me and everybody else, 
he was able to paint. We are all capable of it. Being able to paint and 
painting on a regular basis is not the same thing. As mentioned in 
the book, I did not just paint; I did a lot of other things. 



One painting a year was my limit. I began to seriously draw in the 
sixties. For all these years I created altogether maybe forty 
paintings. That is not the point, the point is when will my style 
overlap my copies and say that isn't you, it's others. It came 
suddenly, as if from somewhere deep down, a few seconds turned 
into years, as if it was always like that. A video of a drawing, one was 
done in 35 seconds, the other in 45 seconds. That is me. We all know 
that, we have our own style, hidden within us, but we have to work 
on it, challenge and compel it to come out. One must have faith in 
oneself. 

LEONARDO DA VINCI. ANDREA DEL VERROCCHIO 
MONA LISA. GIOCONDA 

Paris, Louvre. It cannot be missed, the arrows point to her. In a niche, 
behind protective glass and decent lighting, the Mona Lisa awaits all 
who wish to admire her. I was there a few times. With decent light I 
see the relation - background - a face without eyebrows - smile. 
What Leonardo was aiming for is not the topic I wish to discuss, it's 
the Mona Lisa smile. 

I generally do the opposite of everything, while others sleep for 
seven, eight, ten hours, I sleep only two. When I have the flu I do not 
sleep at all, etc. Everything I do comes down to three, my patents are 
also invented based on this system. 

I am interested not in what Leonardo invented, but what he didn't. 
Leonardo painted Mona between 1500 and 1515, at least according 
to different theories, but I will narrow this down to a period between 
1502 and 1506. 

A long period of time, genius, and a smile like black ink on white 
paper. 

If all the fine layers around the lips were to be removed, one would 
be able to see that they were altered and retouched several times. 
And not just the lips. Andrea del Verrocchio - Leonardo da Vinci - 
the smile, that isthat. 

Verrocchio was born in 1435; at the time he was a famous artist, 
sculptor, jeweller etc. He wasn't the greatest creative mind or 
inventor of his time, but he was an exceptional craftsman. 

In his school of art, or better said craft workshop, with exquisite 
talent he passed onto his students knowledge of everything to do 
with art, from painting, sculpting, making gold jewellery, showing 
themthetrue beauty of art/ 



Verrocchio was seventeen years older than Leonardo. 

The drawings Leonardo showed Verrocchio were crucial for his 
acceptance into the workshop. Leonardo studied crafts at the age of 
twenty; he stayed onforanotherfive years, until 1477. 

Verrocchio, who was impressed with Leonardo's excellence and 
knowledge of everything, soon realised that Leo had surpassed him 
in painting and was envious of his perfect finesse and his way of 
playingwith lightand shadow. 

Later, Verrocchio confided in him and told him of a peculiar smile 
which cannot be drawn. 

What he wasn't capable of, he wanted to give to someone who could 
draw what he had seen/ 

Just one moment, the shock of surprise, beauty, that is all; it cannot 
be described, but it is unusual and remarkably beautiful. 

There are three emotions in this expression of calm and beauty: 
simultaneous relief, disappointment and immense delight. But a 
fraction of a second is too short to remember and draw this. 
Verrocchio later devoted himself to sculpting, leaving us the 
Equestrian statue of Bartolomeo Colleoni, exceptional even in the 
finest details. Sadly, he died in 1488, before the horseman was 
exhibited in Venice. 

The Mona Lisa was already set on an easel, when in 1505 Leonardo 
remembered his teacher and what he had told him in confidence. 
The universal Leonardo da Vinci was not behind in medicine, 
anatomy etc. 

Leo came to it. Before the sunset, a little yet certain expression of 
beauty. The problem was that the person with the smile was not 
alive. How could he see it? Nevertheless, he succeeded; it took time, 
but he succeeded. 

Our emotions are given by expressions of eyes and lips. According to 
Verrocchio's idea, Leo erased the Mona Lisa's brows,getting rid of 
the emotions in the eyes and leading us solely to the lips. He curves 
one side of the lips upward, leaving the other side straight and 
getting the solution of our emotions which we cannot avoid. 

The smile which represents our whole lives in just a couple of 
seconds. In coordinates, four fields, the emotional line before 0: 
"that is that, why me, yet it is not. " In the last second of coordinates, 
emotions overlap one another, resulting in an expression of 
laughter, sorrow, resurrection and happiness. Maybe one day, but 
what comes after zero? There are still Leonardo's three fields. 



We said goodbye to him in 1519, but he left us... I think I needn't 
make a list, there is little space. 

However, onething, the Mona Lisa with hersmile. 



“CANCER IS ON OUR SIDE " 

(„ Krebs ist auf unsere Seite ") 
Zecirovic Remzi, Summer 1991 



First, let us see what today's ideas have on offer. 

I don't think food has anything to do with it, our quality of life, our 
looks, our tan - food can have some influence, nothing more. 
Cancer is its own beast. It doesn't care what you eat or how much, 
what portions and where you are going. It listens to only one thing - 
ourselves. 

Many years ago, let'ssaysome lOormore millions ofyears ago, the 
first primates had a parasite that used to destroy them. In time, we 
developed immunity that filled up and destroyed those vulnerable 
spots. The parasite disappeared, but the savior remained. In fact, 
we are born with it, it is constantly present. Unfortunately, its 
activation and presence we invoke ourselves, when we should and 
when we shouldn't, although we're not in danger, since there's 
nothing it needs to save us from. Reflective, emotional danger or 
fear is a condition for its activation. The problem is that the 
emotional fear from powerlessness and the inner fear invite it, 
tricking it into thinking we're in danger, although we are not. What 
we get is the uncontrolled multiplication that destroys everything 
in its path. 

Why would cancer cells have the need to be activated needlessly? 
Our case is special, we have to have fear in order to exist. It is a kind 
of savior for us. It would be nice if we didn't have fear of pain, to 
hang from a wire a thousand meters in the air, etc. We are the rulers 
in three media. Our movements through air, earth, and water have 
to be followed by fear. Without fear it is almost impossible to 
survive. Its presence is programmed with our birth. It is not there to 
destroy us, but to help us. The problem is that the help sometimes 
doesn't know how to stop once it gets going. 

As I said once before: 'I WANT, I NEED, I HAVE TO' comes from 
within. I can'tallowthe body to control me, I control it. 



Once started, the cancer doesn't know how to stop. By cutting it, 
removing it, it only moves from point A to point B, and it's only a 
matter of time. 

I think that transferring an impulse is not dangerous, I am not 
exposed, it will sooner stop it and not return it on the path that it 
really awaits. 

Appendix 

Us, humans, with all the present organs, function and coordinate 
perfectly. There is a part, or you might say cul-de-sac that needs no 
replacement even when removed, nor does it need any medication 
to cover up its lack. It is set at the beginning of the colon, some 5-7 
cm long. Many years ago, our ancestors ate everything, even things 
that don't have the function of food and energy. In order for such 
things to stop the process, non-digested matter would be 
additionaly softened by the bacteria in the appendix, stopping the 
accumulation, which could end life. In time, with proper food, its 
function disappears, proven by today's healthy food. However, the 
problem is that evolution already started this project. Appendix will 
disappear, and in time it will be followed by all the single organs. 
Cerebellum, mouth, stomach, liver, spleen, bowels. And sexual 
organs as well. To start from the end, you will watch your child grow 
from nothing in your living room, you will feed on gaseous nano 
food with vacuum, and this food will be so balanced that neither 
liver nor spleen will have a function. We use our speech apparatus 
maybe an hour a day, is it necessary? We will think in blocks and the 
brain will do what it was made to do, think. 

Everything I do, I try out first. I say nothing until I am surethatthat's 
the way it functions. 

From everything I tried, I only know that you can breathe through 
your skin, it's still early days, but it's coming along. 

Thinking in blocks - one world is in fact several years long. And all 
the words are the same length. That is how a word can be 
transferred to another environment as a block. 

Food, in gaseous form (today popularly called nano technology) 
and vacuum, reaches all the body parts equally in a second and 
there is no need for decomposition. Exactly as much as a body part 
needs. 

Unfortunately, we will have to wait on this for a long time, just like 
we waited for the fact that we no longer need our appendix. 



Water 1950 



Water, as a topic, was introduced at the end of the book as a project 
from the seventies, although it dates back to the fifties, the time of 
my childhood if I would like to be precise about the date, which I 
could not circumvent. Consciously or unconsciously, it began then. 
An important factor of absolutely everything, so important that 
anything else could be forgotten. And as a factor, it stands above all 
of us; if I said, if there was no water, there would be no us, the 
environment and the life that surrounds us, flora and fauna. There 
are three characters in the chemical formula H 2 0, and that's it. In 
terms of percentage, fifty percent on average, the water is present 
everywhere, although the share is much higher, the composition of 
everything that moves, whirlwinds, flickers, budges, does not move 
on our mother earth. A small percentage of tissue holds that water 
on it in order not to spread out, if I said only twenty percent, 
although it is not worth mentioning, I would not be very mistaken. 
Everything I put on the paper in the sixties separated me from the 
theory of an anthropoid ape. If viewed from any side, the 
anthropoid ape does not have absolutely anything to do with us. 
Sharp curve, torn ideas enter the sea, the expanse of huge 
dimensions of life and evolution. Viewed from another point, we 
had not left the sea until the critical factor forced us to leave it. I 
rounded it at thirty million years ago. Although we have only been 
for about a million of years and something on the shore and only 
few, courageous ones, entered the depths of the forests. I have 
several video recordings about it in the media, so I would not like to 
dwell on it now; video recordings published a few years ago say 
much more and they a re more understandable than the text. 

To my mind, it is more important to return to the topic - why I write 
this. Even as a child I first learned to dive, and only later to swim. A 
child, upon being born, after several months spent in the water, is 
discouraged from managing in the water, it is unclear to me why we 
take it from him, and then, several years later we teach him again 
what he already knew. We originate from fish, aquatic expanses, and 
make a problem with water to ourselves. I could never accept it. 
Looking at myself, that I first learned about water, and then about 
me, as a factor of understanding, I conveyed the fact that the 
medium ofwateristhe most important thing to all my children. 



They were relatively small, say two years of age. But the point is that 
I returned to them only the sense to dive in the water, further 
swimming they themselves learnt years later, it was not even 
necessary to watch them how they mastered it. One thing is clear 
that under the water you are more skilful and relatively faster than 
above it. Given the fact that I have never heard of a fish, so to say, 
drowned in the water, and all of us originate from fish, it is 
implausible for me that someone can be life threatened in the water. 
One thing is certain, we do everything wrong. All lies in us, and we 
pretend we do not know, we should first look at where we came 
from and then to ask ourselves what we do here and how to 
proceed. 

I would not like to dwell on this subject, it will take a lot of pages, but 
the video clips a re simpler and easier to understand. 



The end 



In the end, if you get an idea one day, morning, evening, and you 
don't know what to do with it, what to use it for, how to begin, you 
should know that it is only a point of something. Write it down, two 
words are enough, put it somewhere where no one can see it and 
yet you have to walk by it every day. One day, just like a freight train 
passing you by, it will appear and every train cart will be a part of it. 
Write it down right away, don't think you'll remember later what 
your thought was. The unwritten will remain as if it was some 
endless fog. 

I think everything in our minds has been written down a long time 
ago. A closed circle, repeating constantly, asking for a few words 
only: will, perserverance, persistence, confidence and the 
significance of waiting for that particular door. 
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